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GIAFAR AL BARxMEKI. 



CHAPTER I. 

But were it not that time their trouhler is, 
All that in this delightful garden grows 
Should happy be, and have immortal bliss ! 
For here all plenty and all pleasure flows, 
And sweet love gentle fits among them throws, 
Without fell rancour or fond jealousy. 

Spknskb. 

Time lingers in the cell of the captive, and 
hovers on leaden wing over the couch of the un- 
fortunate, lengthening out with heedless cruelty 
his woes ; but he hurries happy lovers with his 
swiftest flight. How widely seems nature to have 
erred in this from her usual benevolence to man- 
kind ! Strange and unhappy law of our exist- 
ence ! Time creeps with the wretched, and flies 
only with him who is happy, or him who sleeps. 

Never did he speed so fast away as now, with 
Giafar and his sweet bride. The shining pleas- 
ures which ride and glitter upon his wing, shaken 

TOL. II. A 
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from their hold in his swift career, fell showering 
everywhere around them. Words cannot express 
the happiness of the prince, during the few months 
which remained of that delightful summer. He 
had tasted of love ere this, and deemed himself 
happy in its enjoyment ; yet cold and tame were 
all past pleasures, compared with those which now 
delighted him. Had paradise with its bright-eyed 
damsels been waiting for him, sinful man ! he 
would have turned him from its proffers, and still 
clung to earth and to his bride. And she, too, his 
wife ; the look of care which had so long clouded 
her brow vanished. Peace once more took up 
her long-deserted abode in her bosom, and joy and 
gladness were again lighting up their smiles in 
her lovely face. The buoyancy and brightness of 
youth were again hers, chastened and subdued, 
though at the same time rendered more enchant- 
ing by a shade of trusting dependance which 
infused a sweet softness into her demeanour. 
With him she loved once more constantly near 
her, her every hope and wish seemed gratified. 
She had shared his anxieties ; his sorrows had 
been hers ; the gloom and depression which had 
shrouded his spirit had cast their dark shadows 
upon her own ; and now the same sunlight of 
hope and happiness was beaming on them both. 
Happy creatures ! all nature took a colour fror 
their own feelings, and seemed to be in ecsta 
around them. The air they breathed appeared 
be changed. The song of the nightingale v 
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more melodious, the fragrance of flowers sweeter, 
their lute seemed to have gained a string, so much 
the greater power had it tb sooth their feelings. 
Their favourite poets had a meaning and a charm 
they had never felt before. A chilling restraint 
seemed to be removed, which till now had marred 
the happiness of every interview. Their mutual 
relations were altered ; all was now confidence 
and perfect oneness. They had not now to fear 
each other, or themselves ; there was nothing to 
be lost or gained, but must bring the same joy or 
the same sorrow to them both. 

They look back upon the past, as the wearied 
traveller, from the cool shade of palm trees be- 
neath which he is reposing, glances across the 
bleak desert he has lately traversed. There he 
breathed hot vapours which parch the lips and 
burn upon the cheek; there the seraab enticed 
him from his way, mocking him with the sem- 
blance of a lake, tempting his eager steps, but ever 
fleeing at his approach. Here the air is balmy ; 
breathing through the trees, it is charged with 
their fragrance — sighing over the fountain it par- 
takes of its freshness. Here the living waters 
shrink not as he advances, but proffer to his lips 
their grateful welcome. Over a waste so desolate 
and weary, they had passed to this green island 
in the desert, and lost in its paths, they think not 
of to-morrow — they think not how short must be 
their stay. They are like children in a gay gar- 
den, culling fruits and flowers, and revelling in 
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the luxuriance of nature's bounty ; they look not 
to the horizon's edge, to see if a storm gathers 
there ; that deep yet indistinct muttering they 
heed not ; they will not know that it is thunder ; 
and when it speaks in tones too plain to be mis- 
taken« they start into each other's arms, yet still 
mutually linger, until the tempest with its red 
lightnings and its thunders breaks in fury over 
their heads, and flight is vain. Allah Bismil- 
lah, who controls the elements, may they find 
shelter ! 

Days of warmth and sunshine were these, but 
the cold moon reigned at night, and when its shad- 
ows darkened around, they parted ; for many as 
the stars of evening are the eyes that. Arguslike, 
watch within the precincts of the prince's palace. 
When they separated it was cheerfully, and to 
meet upon the morrow ; even sleep brought them 
in its visions again together, and in dreams they 
rested sweetly, each by the other's side. 

But it would be superfluous to dilate on the 
happiness of the young pair. Many know — all 
can imagine — who can forget the full blessedness, 
the unmingled rapture of those who, despite ob- 
stacles that seemed insurmountable, are joined at 
last in love's closest bands. Earth has its joys as 
well as heaven. Allah be praised, who is the 
maker of them both ! He is merciful, and this 
world is not so barren, so destitute of delight, as 
the lessons of many a cynic would persuade. 

Many there are in the world, who, when sorrow 
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is present or danger threatens them, fly to Heaven 
for aidy and from the mouths of its servants seek 
that consolation, that protection, for which they 
look elsewhere in vain. Yet when the wo or the 
peril is past, they cast aside the staff of their sup- 
port and the shield of their defence. Ingrates 
and improvident are they ; they retain not in their 
hearts the memory of kindness, and forget that 
ills crowd thick upon the path of life ; that danger 
passed should be as a beacon to warn us of its 
future approach, and direct us to a shelter. The 
piety of Abassa was far different from this. Even 
in the intoxication of her happiness, she forgot not 
the good old Ibrahim. In hours of trial, when 
her bosom had been agitated by passions, strange 
and stormy, and had been shaken, as is the light 
tamarind leaf by the desert blast, then had she 
often sought the presence of the dervis. The 
leaf is at rest, or if it stirs 'tis but a summer's 
breeze, fragrant and from the land of spices, that 
agitates its repose ; and now, when peace has 
returned to her bosom, shall she forget him whose 
counsel strengthened, and whose kindness con- 
soled her in the time of trial ? Not so : or when 
the sky changes, and winter comes, whither shall 
she turn ? 

When the recluse next saw the princess, he was 
struck with the alteration which had taken place 
in her appearance. He called to mind the pale 
and trembling maiden, who at their last interview 
had looked to his arm for support, and to his wis- 

a2 
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dom for solace. He now gazed upon her, and saw 
that her eye was bright, her step elastic, her voice 
cheerful; and he marvelled at the -change. Her 
sorrows seemed to have vanished, as at the touch 
of an enchanter's wand vanish the phantoms of his 
art's creation. 

Has she sought in the remote East, where, as 
many say, flows a fountain rich with the treasures 
of immortality, which imparts eternal youth to 
him who happily tastes of its waters ? — has she 
found and drunk of this stream ? If the Eastern 
legend tells true, though the great Iskander (Alex- 
ander) sought this spot in vain, yet his vizier,^ 
more fortunate than himself, reached its banks, 
and took ** at long draughts" of its divine waters. 
To those who give credence to the fable, it were 
easy to explain the mystery of Abassa's returning 
youth and beauty. But many doubts had the 
good dervis of the existence of that fountain, and 
of its power to fill or freshen this once-mingled 
cup of mortality. He well knew, however, of that 
peace of mind which religion can impart, of that 
fortitude and patience with which soothing friend- 
ship can strengthen the sorrowing bosom. He 
called to mind his last interview with the princess, 
when his lips dropped with the honey of wisdom, 
and when he poured the balm of consolation into 
her wounded soul, and the enigma seemed ex- 
plained. He gazed with delight upon her coun- 
tenance, radiant as it was with happiness, and in 
the pride of his heart he would have spoken to hei 
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in words of approbation and encouragement — ^but 
the blushes of the princess undeceived him. The 
riddle was read, and the sage thoughtful and 
silent 

But one thing was wanting to complete their 
happiness. This was the friendship of the calif; 
and as if Heaven meant to grant their utmost 
wishes, the Commander of the Faithful returned 
from Raccah, and received them again into favour. 
The strange scene that had occurred on the eve- 
ning of his daughter's nuptials seemed entirely 
effaced from his remembrance; its traces were 
no longer visible in the countenance or demeanour 
of the calif; all was buried in silence, if not in ob- 
livion. Giafar, who was, even in the Eastern ac* 
ceptation of the word, the faithful friend as well 
as servant of his master, had looked upon the 
estrangement of his affection as one of the greatest 
evils that could befall him. These evidences, there- 
fore, of the calif's returning love, failed not to fill 
his bosom with delight. If at times he distrusted 
the unvarying calmness that was visible in his 
master's countenance, fearing lest it were a mask 
covering dark suspicion, yet oftener he banished 
all uneasiness from his mind, and gave himself up 
without reserve to the full anticipation of return- 
ing fortune. 

Nor was the happiness of the princess less than 
Giafar's, to find her father again kind. She loved 
him with an affection, only to be surpassed by that 
which she felt towards her husband; and now, what 
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could she ask from Heaven 1 All she wished was 
hers. It is true, the presence of Haroun placed 
upon them a restraint, at times, irksome and hard 
to be endured. Great vigilance and self-control 
were needed lest some sudden impulse, some un- 
wary yet most natural display of tenderness should 
disclose to the calif all that it was most necessary 
to conceal. Yet it may be questioned, if this very 
constraint, which felt at times like a chain of iron 
upon them, did not heighten and render more deli- 
cious their hours of retirement. 

Such is man I Pleasure that is debarred him, 
or that flies from his pursuit, he ever values the 
most highly. The enchanted castle and dames 
there imprisoned appear rich and beautiful only 
to the knight without, who must win them from 
the arms of danger. When the barriers which 
excluded him are surmounted by his valour, bleak 
walls and withered hags alone remain, of all the 
charms that enticed him to the perilous deed. 

The report of the califs reconciliation to his 
children went abroad throughout Bagdad ; and the 
sight of his well-known barge, as it passed to and 
fro upon the river, stopping with unvarying regu- 
larity at the prince's villa, confirmed the rumour. 
Giafar's abode was now the frequent scene of 
splendour and festivity. His brightly lighted gar- 
dens shone afar. Charming voices and instruments 
of music threw their tones across the waters, sound- 
ing upon the ears of the envious and disappointed, 
as the angels' song in paradise, when beard by 
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those malignant fiends who are debarred for ever 
from its enjoyment. Again he was sought, again 
courted. Coming together as they are wont, for- 
tune and the world's favour again revisited his 
dwelling. 

Moments thus passing, what should disturb them 
in the possession of such enjoyment? Nothing, 
unless some thought of the future should be the 
unwelcome intruder. But they sought not to know- 
its secrets. Surrounded by pleasure, as with the 
drapery of a curtain, they wisely abstained from 
looking beyond its folds. Fortune, like a kind host, 
has sweetly lodged them in the fairest chamber of 
nature's spacious caravansary. Why should they 
peer through the closed lattice, or question the 
mute hours that wait upon them, if their journey 
on the morrow will be rough or no ? Repose, re- 
pose, even till the trumpet's* sound shall rouse the 
travellers to their onward way. 

* A trumpet usually sounds at daybreak to arouse the cara- 
van for its journey. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

E'en 80 my sun one early mom did shine, 
With all triumphant splendour on my hrow ; 
But out ! alack ! he was hut one hour mine, 
The region cloud hath mask'd him from me now ; 
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth ; 
Suns of the world may stain, when Heaven's sun staineth. 

Shakspeark. 
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Sighs are heard in the harem, and bright eyes 
are looking m vain for him who is the sun of their 
narrow world. Fair forms, each of which would 
grace a throne, are walking disconsolately through 
latticed galleries, or adown the shaded avenues 
that wind through those extensive grounds. They 
meet, perchance, and smile at each other's grief, 
though weeping for their own. All is one universal 
sdrrow. The bower of love is faded, and the 
tears of its beautiful guardians water its withered 
roses, though they fail to freshen or revive thero. 
But 'tis soon over. Except in a few souls sensitive Z 
and peculiarly constituted, love unreturned is of 
brief duration. Amusements, or the more serious 
occupations of life, soon usurp that place in the 
bosom which, a while gone, seemed destined to be 
occupied by ceaseless and powerful passion. Emu- 
lation in dress and jewels, the care of singing birds, 
music and the bath, soon become the pleasures of 
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hese beautiful prisoners. Their faces are again 
like the day, and their eyes tearless. 

Stay ! there is one who yet weeps, who cannot 
so soon forget him she has lately learned to love. 
'Tis a sweet girl from the vales of Khorasan. 

The poverty or avarice of her parents had ren- 
dered Khatoun a slave, and fortune gave her a kind 
master in Prince Giafar. Fifteen warm summers 
had ripened the wild flower, when in the perfec- 
tion of her loveliness, she was transplanted into the 
garden of the prince. She had been reared in the 
shade, and had never enjoyed that culture which 
is only to be acquired by an intercourse with pol- 
ished and artificial society. She had not been 
taught either to control or conceal her emotions, 
nor when passion swelled her bosom to wear a face 
of calmness. A child of nature, tender, sensitive, 
and variable, she was now wrapped in an ecstasy of ' 
delight, and now trembled and wept like a very 
infant, when misfortune or its dark forebodings 
came upon her. 

When she first entered the palace of Giafar, no 
inmate of that abode was happier than Khatoun. 
She had left and regretted no humble lover in her 
own land, whose image might follow her to these 
new scenes of her existence, to trouble the repose 
which for a long time she here enjoyed. Separa- 
tion from her parents she had been taught from 
childhood to expect, and so long and so often had 
she anticipated that event, that its occurrence 
formed no new era in her life or feelings, from 
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whence she might date the commencement of joys 
or sorrows. Splendour of dress, the attendance 
and flattery of slaves, with all the various luxuries 
which were here at her disposal, contributed in no 
small degree to banish from her mind the thoughts 
of her old home. Besides these, in the instructions 
of the various masters who were appointed to su- 
perintend her education, she found an unvaried 
source of delight, A new world was here opened 
to her view, one of poetry, m usic, and literature, 
and she improved with avidity those advantages 
which the liberality and pride of the prince placed 
within the reach of every inmate of the zenana. 
Alas 1 that so fair a sky should e'er be o'ercast, 
that so bright a sun should be obscured by foul 
vapours that rise reeking from the unhallowed soil 
of human passions ! 

When Giafar fled from the enchantment of the 
princess's presence, worn by care, and harassed by 
a perpetual conflict between love and fear, he 
sought among the wit and beauty of his harem to 
divert his thoughts, for a time at least, from the 
contemplation of loveliness which might not be his, 
but at great peril. He could not forget Abassa 
for a moment, yet he hoped that the fascinations 
which here surrounded him, like the harp of the 
minstrel, might sooth the demon Disappointment, if 
it could not expel him from his bosom. Even in 
this expectation, however reasonable it may seem, 
he was deceived. The image of his wife was every- 
where before him ; soon tired of all the world, he 
sought again her dear but dangerous society. 
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For a short period, Khatoun was his favourite. 
Her simplicity and inexperience interested him^; 
her rapid progress in various accomplishments 
charmed and delighted him. He himself taught 
her upon the lute, and the lessons which she learned 
from him were ever the best remembered. He 
taught her to love too — ^that she never forgot. How 
could she resist his accomplishments — his talents? 
She had dreamed of such a lover ; but to find him 
hers was a consummation of her wishes, unexpected, 
irresistible. She yielded to the charm, and sur- 
rendered her soul to the current of impetuous love, 
^Twas but a leaf upon its eddying surface. 

Giafar knew not the flame he was enkindling. 
He knew not that love, which visited his withered 
heart as drops of rain fall upon the arid desert, 
leaving it barren as before, was shedding its influ- 
ence upon her fresh young bosom, like a shower 
upon an enclosed garden, and therein were spring- 
ing up wild hopes, strange fears, and a thick suc- 
cession of jealousies, griefs, and bitter disappoint- 
ments. Had he known this, had he been aware of 
the existence of that burning love and anxiety 
which he was awaking in her soul, he would have 
paused, he would have hesitated, ere for his idle 
and transient pleasure, he destined a maiden so 
innocent to a life of sorrow. But he thought not 
of it. He stooped heedlessly to {he violet, as he 
crossed the garden ; but its sweetness is forgotten 
now that he has plucked the rose, and he remembers 
voim n. — ^B 
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Dot that his lips have left upon the humble flower 
an impress that is blighting all its beauties* 

*' What can keep him from me 7" murmured the 
sad girl. '* Why did he ever come to me, if he 
meant to leave me thus ? Ah 1 there is no happi- 
ness for a slave," she added, dejectedly. »* If I 
might die — yes, I should be at peace in the grave 
— there, at least, I should forget him. But he toill 
come, I am sure he will— -and then he will be mine 
again." She smiled at the thought, and turned to 
look into her mirror. It reflected faithfully her 
beauty, and her full bosom heaved with hope as 
she gazed. '' Yes, he may be mine again* There I 
there !" she continued, as she arranged her orna- 
ments, and added jewel after jewel to her apparel, 
** is not that beautiful 7 But he values not jewels 
nor dress ; foolish creature that I am, he has told 
me so a thousand times. 0S*1 ofi*!" she said, and 
she would have divested her person of the orna- 
ments, but her eye caught again for a moment her 
mirrored beauty, and she desisted, adding, ** yet 
no I — let them remain, for they are beautiful." She 
paused a few moments, and then continued, '' He 
may be mine again. He may — ^yet I have waited 
long, till my bosom is weary with sighing for him. 
I cannot help it. I shall always think upon him 
while this poor brain can think — 'twill not be long, 
I fear, unless I see him soon. Yon bird is ever 
singing," she continued, as the wild warbling of a 
feathered favourite interrupted her sad musings ; 
*' I cannot bear that note — it mocks my misery. 
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et 'tis alone, it has no mate, poor thing I how can 
be so happy ?" 

She approached, and threw a silken scarf over 
le cage. When his prison was thus darkened, 
e little warbler, after a few wavering notes, was 
lent. 

*' Yet once," she continued, ** I could listen to 
at song for ever. I have changed since then— 
I me I how I have changed.** Tears were cours* 
g fast down her cheeks. She dashed them 
^ay, as the west wind shakes the dew from the 
id leaves of the rose, and having taken her lute, 
ing the following verses : — 
** I have told my burning heart a hundred times 
quench in the waters of forgetfulness the fires 
at consume it. 

** It listens not to my words, but courts still tha 
inds which increase its flame. 
** Love's thousand torments will at last reduce 
to ashes." 

The words seemed to come from her very soul. 
Then she had concluded her song, she placed her 
ind beneath her bosom, there where the pulsa* 
9ns of the heart may easiest be felt, as if to assure 
^rself that the wearied organ had not yet ceased 
» beat No, it was still busy, but its hurried and 
tmultuous motion threatened soon to impair its 
lergios, unless some balm were found that might 
sal the grie& which were wearing upon her 
)irits. 
** Ravisher of hearts P* she exclaimed, apostro* 
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phizing thus tenderly the absent prince — ** ravisher 
of hearts ! whither hast thou fled ? Into what ears 
are thy lips now whispering ? Whom dost thou 
BOW render happy ? Yet I can bear it for a while, 
if he will but return at last. I will not even com- 
plain, unless he leaves me for ever. Perhaps 'tis 
his princess keeps him from me ; yes, it must be 
so. They tell me she is very beautiful. How can 
I expect him to love me ? — me I He should not 
then have told me that he did. I was happy," 
continued the fond girl, with a sigh, " very happy, 
until he came and spoke to me of beauty and love ; 
yes, and then I remember some bright, bright days. 
Allah help me ! I speak of them as past — yes, they 
have passed away, and all is now night around 
me. Yet have I been to blame? Now that I 
know his falsehood, could I resist him? How, 
then, could I keep my heart wh^n he first asked it 
of me ? when he gave me for it, as he said, his 
own. Yet I should have known it could not last. 
Cruel one I" she exclaimed, in the words of a 
favourite song, '* whene'er I write thy name, I wiH 
write false, unkind, faithless I" Bitter grief now 
overwhelmed her, and sunk in despondency, she 
wept profusely and in silence. 

But tears are of no avail. Time passes* The 
mild moon has completed her course, and, as 
though wearied with looking upon the sorrows of 
Khatoun, has left the heavens. Still Giafar comes 
not. Despair and rage now mingle themselves 
with regretting love, and throng sucxessively upon 
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her bosom, tossing it into a tempest. If a ray of 
hope shone upon her, it was transient as the light- 
ning's flash, and seemed to render more apparent 
the gloom with which she was surrounded. Often 
did she weep, and walk her chamber distractedly ; 
often did she ponder upon the means to bring back 
the truant. A butterfly, a bird, a jewel, were all 
she had ever contended for before, but now a heart 
was the prize, and she would not tamely surrender 
it. Talismans are sought, charms woven, and all 
species of enchantment are put in requisition, that 
have power to recall a wandering lover. 'Tis in 
vain. The more potent spell of beauty and of 
love is chaining Giafar fast by the side of the Prin- 
cess Abassa. 

Such is life I Joys and sorrows follow each 
other in constant and ever-varying succession. 
The sun of happiness, though it always shines, can« 
not at once enlighten this ever-revolving orb, but 
while it here tinges it with the bright hues of day* 
there the night of sorrow darkens upon its surface. 
Peace, visiting the unfortunate, leaves the happy, 
and all are in their turn miserable. So flowers 
drop one by one in the garden. *^ While the bud- 
ding rose puts freshly forth its beauties, its com- 
panions, whose leaves were but now fully expanded, 
have in a moment withered ; we see them already 
scattered in the dust." Life and beauty, ever de- 
parting, hover ever upon the flowers, and though 
they often change their resting place» still dwell 
always within the bower. 

b2 
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CHAPTER III. 

**We were too happy to be so long^; 
We were so blest in our lonely bower ; 
But the storm hangs over the sunniest hooi^ 
And the serpent follows the sweetest song." 

The close of summer is at hand. Giafar and 
Abassa stand by the river's edge, upon the marble 
steps which descend into its bosom. They are 
watching the califs barge, which has just depart- 
ed. Its way is slow, for the rapid waters of the 
river oppose its course ; yet the nervous arms of 
half a score of slaves overcome the fury of the 
stream, and gradually propel the boat against the 
current. They shun the full tide of the river, and 
steal close along the shore, their oars at times 
crashing amid the reeds that grow along its mar- 
gin. Now they proceed with ease and celerity^ 
as they strike into some eddy that is favourable to 
their progress, and now labour on with impercep- 
tible motion, as they head round some jutting point 
by which the river rushes with straightened and 
impetuous current 

^ He is gone Y* broke from the lips of both si- 
multaneously. '* That point has hid him from our 
sight," added the prince. The distance between 
them soon diminishes, and Giafar is now close at 



the princess's side. They look again to see if the 
calif is indeed beyond their view, and satisfied of 
this, the cold and indifferent demeanour which 
they have worn during Haroun's presence is laid 
aside. Blithely together they ascend from the 
water's edge, and Giafar's arm supports the person 
of the princess. Upon the topmost step they again 
turn, and look with care along the course of the 
stream. No object meets their eyes. They now 
dismiss their fears, and walk slowly among the 
spreading trees. They stop where the roses clus- 
ter thickly, and reposing under the shade of cur- 
tained flowers, discourse sweetly together. 

'^ How kind is my father now," said the princess. 
'^All that jealousy and distrust with which he 
formerly looked upon us is banished from his 
bosom." 

** It may be so," replied the prince ; ** yet I put 
not faith in the seeming of man's countenance. I 
know the craft of the calif, and the ready art with 
which he can conceal the most deadly designs un- 
der an exterior of mildness." 

'< Your suspicions are unjust," said the princess. 
<< I am sure they are unjust. All traces of his an- 
ger have vanished. He seems as kind, nay, kinder 
than ever." 

"Kinder than ever I" said the prince. •*You 
have noted that then T So has it seemed to me, 
although I knew not but that anxiety might, in 
some degree, have given rise to my suspicions. 
Whett> even in his mildest moments, was your fa- 
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tber free from bursts of passion T yet weeks have 
passed away of late, and not a frown has ruffled 
his brow ; an expression of unvarying, and, as I 
fear, assumed mildness, is always upon his coun- 
tenance. Augurs this well 7 Believe me, no 1 I 
like not this unaccustomed kindness. Trust me, 
my life, thy father nourishes suspicions which, if 
confirmed, will not fail to destroy us. I would not 
wrong him even in mine own thoughts ; still less 
would I disquiet your bosom by idle and ill-found* 
ed fears ; but to guard against danger, is it not 
most necessary to be aware of its approach f I 
have crossed the desert when the simoom has been 
at hand, yet to the careless traveller no tokens 
could be seen of its approach. Not the slightest 
breeze, forerunning that dread blast, disturbed the 
lurid and murky air. Nature seemed motionless. 
The parched earth endured, without a struggle, all 
the cruelty that the fierce tyrant of the sky could 
inflict upon her. At these signs I have turned my 
horse's head towards a shelter, for I knew full well 
that the fatal tempest was near. Had I despised 
these warnings, and tarried until the angry wind 
had waked the waste from its sleep, and the earth 
in despair had shaken the desert from her bosom as 
though she would hurl its mountains of eddying 
sand into the face of her pitiless tormentor — had I 
waited for this, my bones would ere now have been 
whitening the plain.'' 

'' I still think, Giafar, that the danger of which 
you speak exists but in your own fears ; yet, grant 
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that it were at hand, what could we do that might 
avert it V* 

** Much, in truth," replied the prince. •* Let us 
beware of ourselves, let us watch with care over 
our own actions, lest, in some unguarded moment, 
we should betray that — " The sentence was in- 
terrupted and concluded by a kiss, yet it seemed 
intelligible to the princess, for she coloured slightly, 
and replied, " Have we not done this t What 
has occurred, either in word or look, that might 
strengthen my father in his anger ?** 

"Nothing, my life, in any manner," said the 
prince ; *' yet still how hard is it — I speak but for 
myself, when I say it — how hard is it to control 
those feelings which arc swelling in the bosom* 
What resolution, what firmness, does it not require 
to repress, in the califs presence, those acts of ten- 
derness and of love, that would render but too 
plain our disobedience to his commands. Did the 
most ravishing music fall upon mine ear, my coun- 
tenance should evince no tokens of pleasure : I 
could seem insensible to rare perfumes, though 
their sweet fragrance were steeping my senses in 
delight. I could view unmoved, even when worn 
with famine, a banquet of delicious viands, as 
though I had just risen, sated with its enjoyment* 
All these were easy of performance : as trials of 
my self-control I should smile at them. But, dear- 
est, 'tis no slight task to seem unmoved when with 
thee. When we look together upon some beauti- 
ful object, as we did upon that rich emerald to-day. 
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bow hard is it to prevent my cheek from presaog 
close to thine T when I sfand by thy side I am 
tempted, almost irresistibly, to clasp thee to my 
bosom, even while thy frowning father looks n 
anger upon us. Yet, it is possible-fit may be 
done,** he added, pressing his hands foifcibly over 
his eyes, as though by that action he could assist 
the resolution which he felt to waver at the bare 
thought of the trial. " But we will talk no longer 
of it,** he continued, after a short silence ; ^let us 
enjoy the happiness that we have, without thinking 
upon the chances which may deprive us of it. It 
is idle, it is useless, to look at the chain that ii 
thrown over us. Let us conceal it with rosee. 
And after all, the stealth and secrecy which hide 
our love from all eyes, are to me no abatement of 
its charm ; nay, they heighten, and render it more 
enchanting. What treasure do we more valne 
than one which every moment may be snatched 
from our possession V* 

^1 grieve to hear you speak thus, Giafar,** replied 
the princess, reproachfully. '' I could almost weep 
to think that the love which you evince for me if 
owing in any degree to the difficulties which have 
opposed it. Can it be ? If they were removed, 
if all things smiled upon us, would your love in 
aught diminish 7 If so, I pray Allah for the frowns 
of my father as I would for a blessing most dear P* 

" Talk not thus,** interrupted the prince, impa* 
tiently. ** Think not thus of my affection. Thou 
esteemest it as a light thing, if thou canst say this. 
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Wert thou tin angel, far above my reach or my 
liopesy I would worship and adore thee ; and wert 
thou a slave, bought with my gold, (it is profanity 
to think it,) yet wert thou subject to my slightest 
'wishes, not the less would my heart, my happiness, 
be in thy hands. No time nor change can diminish 
my love. Yet our stolen interviews are sweeter 
to me thusy and the happiness that I possess in thee 
is more enchanting, since I hold it as such peril.'' 

^* Man," replied Abassa, '* runs his round of pleas- 
ures, and wearied of them all, like the spoiled child, 
desires only that which is forbidden him. Why 
should opposition and difficulty be ever the chief 
charms for him ? In war, the hazard of the attempt 
may lure, more than the value of the prize — when 
glory is the mistress she is to be wooed thush-^ 
must it be so in love ?" 

^ Oh I there is a pleasure to the bold spirit, to 
tread upon the verge of danger, to walk safely and 
firmly where the trembling limbs of his fellow-men 
would refuse to support them ; there is a triumfA 
in it and a pride, such as the eagle feels, methinks, 
when be soars upward to the sun, and gazes oa 
him as no other bird would dare. Feelings like 
these mingle themselves even with our love." 

'' It is not so with woman," replied the princess. 
" She may be true in danger, but she ever wishes 
it far away. For me, I would enjoy my happiness 
in peace, nay, even in obscurity.*' 

" Thou speakest over confidently, my life," re- 
turned the prince. ** Thy reason, thine experience. 
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cannot teach thee this ; thou listenest to thy heart 
alone — it may deceive thee. Were we awayil 
some safe retreat where the winds of fortune coald 
not blow upon us, and whence our happiness coidd 
DO more escape, wouldst thou then love me as thoa 
now dost? wouldst thou not wish, at times, for 
these very fears, these trials which now surroand 
us, that they might vary the dull sameness of quiet 
and unalarmed affection ?" 

** Thy words are strange, Giafar," replied the 
princess. ** I should not — oh, no I how canst tboQ 
think thus T Love in retirement, and with thee, 
would compose my highest happiness, and thy 
presence supply the loss of all the world." 

Their lips met, and he would have pressed her 
more closely to his bosom, had not a slight move- 
ment amid the trelliswork of flowers which sur- 
rounded them made him pause. Giafar's counte- 
nance, however, did not change, neither did he turn 
his eye to the "direction from whence the sound 
came. He seemed not to notice the interruption; 
and a warning glance admonished the princess to 
be equally prudent. For a time they continued 
their gay and delightful discourse ; he withdrew 
not his arm which he had passed around the prin- 
cess's waist, and she, although trembling with fear, 
shrank not from his embrace ; both seemed equally 
and entirely unaware of the presence of an intru- 
der. After a few moments, however, they arose, 
and proceeded slowly together towards their fii- 
vourite kiosk. 
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While walking thither, the prince had leisure lo 
conjecture rapidly as to the nature and cause of 
Ibe intrusion upon their privacy, and also to adopt 
some method by which he might promptly, and 
with certainty, free himself from the impending 
danger. Some one had set an espial upon iheau 
Who could it be, and who was the traitor that had 
dared to undertake so dangerous an office ? None 
but his own household slaves ever entered this gar- 
den, and the few who, since his marriage, had beea 
employed in the various duties within its wallg, 
were chosen for their tried fidelity. Besides, thqr 
were never absent from the palace, and could hold 
no communication with any who might wish 
to employ them as instruments of their master^« 
ruin- " Yet,** thought the prince, " a stranger 
would hardly venture hither; unacquainted with 
the grounds and the strict regulations with which 
they are kept, such temerity were certain to be 
punished with death/' But whatever doubts be 
had as to the instrument, he had few as to the origia 
of the treachery. Upon this point all his suspicions 
were directed to the Commander of the Faithful. 
He could not mistake. No one but he would have 
dared thus to intrude upon his domestic privacy, 
or have ventured upon an expedient so dangerous 
for accomplishing this purpose. 

They were now at the kiosk. As they ascended 
the steps leading to their favourite apartment, Gi* 
afar pressed the hand of the princess encour« 
agingly, and whispered, *' Compose thyself, dearest 
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Let no word or look escape thee, which may betray 
thy fears. Sing, laugh, and be gay, as thou art 
wont. Our safety may depend upon thy firipness.'* 

They entered. Abassa seated herself upon the 
rich carpet, while the prince, with an affectation of 
gallantry, handed her various sweetmeats and fruits 
from a low table, serving them upon one knee, after 
the manner of a slave. Each time that he pre- 
sented her with a dish of fruit, or a bowl of sherbet, 
he kissed her hand with great tenderness, as also 
when they were returned to him after she had par- 
taken of their contents. 

When they had finished a light repast, the prin- 
cess, at Giafar's request, sang a few verses to her 
lute, which were followed on the part of the prince 
by a profusion of thanks and applause. He then 
took the lute from her hand, and after striking a 
few preparatory chords, complained that the instru- 
ment was false, and under the pretence of seeking 
one better attuned, left the chamber and entered 
an adjoining apartment. 

He opened the lattice in haste, and holding fast 
his cimeter, lest in alighting its clash should betray 
him, swung lightly to the ground. He then pro- 
ceeded around the kiosk, and ascended the balus- 
trade on the opposite side of the building. 

It would be difficult to say whether surprise or 
indignation predominated in the prince's bosom, 
when, upon advancing, he perceived one of his 
own and most trusty slaves in the act of looking 
through the lattice which opened upon his private 
retreat* It may be that astonishment first took 
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ession of his soul, but it soon gave place to 
e and uncontrollable anger. His eyes flashed 
and the blood mounted into his forehead. He 
-oached noiselessly, for he had put off his sau- 

ere ascending the steps, and when within 
h of the culprit drew his cimeter. The sound 
be weapon in starting from its sheath caused 
wretch to turn. Horror was depicted upon 
countenance when he found himself in the 
ence of his angry master ; he would have en- 
ted, his lips had parted, but no sound issued 
I them. The arm of the prince descended 
kly, and ere a word was* uttered, the shining 
1 had encircled his neck. The blade was 
p and trenchant, and dexterously applied upon 
aeck of the unhappy man, for the arm that 
ded it was woll aooustomed to the work, and a 

whirlwind of fierce passions had lent to it a 
igth even greater than its own. Yet, for a 
* moment, the blow seemed to have failed of 
ifect, and Giafar read in the convulsed and still 
ght countenance of the slave, all that despair 
agony can imprint upon human features. One 
mt, and the tall form of the hapless wretch 
i erect before the flashing eye of his master, 
lead ' still resting as in life upon his shoulders ; 
lext, a thrill, a shudder, a fearful spasm, passed 
ss that ghastly face, and the slave fell heavily 
he floor ; the head then parting from the 
Iders, rolled to the very feet of the young 
ce, while from the shorn and palpitating trunk 
lark blood spouted forth in streams, staining 
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with its crimson those walls which had been so 
long held sacred to love and pleasure. 

<* So, Hassan, is it thou 1** said the prince, as lie 
looked down upon the face of the dead slave, which 
he had turned upward with the point of his cimeter. 
Life had not yet entirely deserted the head, and 
its features seemed to shrink at the frown ofGiafar. 
This emotion exhausted the last remains of fleeting 
Titality, and death settled quickly upon the coun- 
tenance, binding its lineaments in fixed and awful 
rigidity. 

^The drama has commenced," continued the 
prince. ** Where wAl it end, and what victims aie 
yet to fall ? Thou art the first, and justly sa 
Who can have tempted thee to this 7 Can gold 
have bribed thee to betray thy master? I canno^ 
credit it. An hour ago I would hayc deemed my 
Ufe as safe with thee as in the hands of a brother. 
Yet wherefore should I wonder 7 Am not / a 
traitor ? is not my plighted word broken 7 is not the 
pledge to my master forfeited, and am not I trem- 
bling even this instant lest vengeance overtake me? 
Yet have I not some excuse for my fault 7 If I have 
wandered, are not the eyes bright and the smiles 
sweet that have lured me from my path 7 ^nd by this 
right hand, I would so wander again to be so repaid." 

After this soliloquy, Giafar stooped to wipe his 
cimeter upon the garments of the dead slave, and 
having returned it to its sheath, proceeded to search 
his person for some token which might reveal the 
author of the treason. In his bosom he found a 
purse containing a few sequins, together with some 
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ornaments which appeared to hare been the prop* 
erty of a female. Among them he discovered a tur- 
quoise ring. As though he had gazed upon a basi- 
lisk, his looks for a few moments became fixed upon 
the jewel. He knew it It had been his own gift. 
He started hastily to his feet, his countenance 
darkened, and biting his lips in anger, he exclaimed, 

*' In mine own harem ! Traitress I but she shall 
dearly rue her falsehood. By the right hand of the 
Prophet I she shall pay for it with her life. Yet 
can she have stooped so low 7" he continued, after 
a momentary silence ; ** can she have descended 
thus to the vilest slave's afifection 7 Yes, 'tis plain I 
'tis plain 1 It was not gold that tempted Hassan 
from his duty. It was not these jewels. No 1 no I 
I see it now. I thought a richer treasure, one more 
enticing, must have lured him to this treachery. I 
can almost forgive him. But that she^ whom I 
esteemed so innocent and pure, whom I have 
kindly treated and favoured, nay, almost loved, to 
dishonour me I and with a slave ! She shall die P' 
he exclaimed, stamping with his foot in fury — << she 
shall die ere morning dawns P' 

Giafar was unable to regain immediately that 
composure with which he wished to appear before 
the princess, for his bosom was rent by passion. 
He descended from the balcony into the garden, 
and lingering a while in the open air, strove to 
repress his agitation. When he had acquired 
some degree of calmness, he again sought the 
presence of his wife. 

c2 
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CHAPTER IV. 

This is aboTe all strangeness ! 

Lear, 

The princess had been awaiting his return with 
an anxiety that she could ill subdue; and as his 
stay was more and nrjore prolonged, her sus- 
pense became almost insupportable. When, how- 
ever, Giafar entered with a pale and frowning 
countenance, when she saw stains of blood upon 
his caftan, and upon his hands, her fears OTcrcame 
her. She had sufficient strength to throw herself 
into his arms, but the words which she would hare 
framed died away upon her lips. Even in the 
agitation of his bosom, torn as it was by anger, 
jealousy, and wounded pride, Giafar found words 
of comfort for her. " Fear not ! dearest life,** he 
said ; ** all has gone well. The danger is past** 

" What means this V* exclaimed Abassa, when 
she could find words, pointing as she spoke to the 
blood upon his garments. •• What hast thou done I* 

" Done I" replied the prince, with difficulty sup- 
pressing his anger — *' 'tis nothing. I have chastised 
a prying slave — believe me ! nothing more.'' 

** I fear thou hast been rash in this, Giafar — thoa 
art over hasty in thine anger." 

*' Hasty !" replied the prince, setting his teeth 
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firmly together ; '« think not so. Had he a hundred 
lives, they had all been forfeited. Yet I should 
have punished them together." 

** Whom ?** inquired Abassa. 

" The traitor and the traitress, both by the same 
ignoble death, *Twas ill done, to defile my cime- 
ter with blood so base." 

"Whom dost thou speak of?" interrupted the 
princess — ** comes not this danger from my father T** 

** No, the falsehood exists in mine own palace, 
within the walls of my very harem. I meant not 
to tell thee of it, for it concerns that which I would 
myself forget, and which may — yet it cannot — dis- 
turb and displease theej* Giafar then related to 
the princess his discovery of Hassan's treachery, 
and the token by which he traced the origin of his 
unfaithfulness to a once favourite inmate of the 
harem. He spoke with some hesitation of his 
transient interest in the young Khatoun, but re- 
counted more fully her apparent devotion, inno- 
cence, and simplicity ; then, with compressed lip 
and bent brow, he imparted to her his suspicions, 
that through jealousy and desire of revenge she had 
betrayed his honour to a slave, and expressed his 
firm determination to punish her guilt with death, 
and ended by pointing with his finger significantly 
to the Tigris. 

The countenance of the princess reddened for a 
moment as she listened, but became deadly pale 
again, as this mute threat escape^d the prince. 
** Oh I be not guilty of such cruelty T she exclaimed. 
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«* She once loved thee, thou sayst — how then canst 
thou doom her so easily to the grave ?** 

" She will well deserve her fate,** hastily replied 
the prince; ** has she not forgotten her own honour, 
and tarnished mine 7 Besides, we walk upon the 
edge of a precipice, and she must not live, if in the 
possession of a secret which may betray us both 
to destruction. We know not how often her para- 
mour may have watched our retirement. Yes! 
she must die 1" 

" What ! if it be unjust ?" exclaimed Abassa, "if 
she be not guilty ? And how knowest thou that 
she is soT Thou hast no proof of her falsehood— 
that ring— nay, 'tis none. He may have stolen it 
from her, or it may have been the price of some 
service which he might rightfully render.** 

" What 1 mine own gift," answered the prince— 
'* and the reward of ordinary duty which, as a slave 
of the harem, he was bound to perform at her bid- 
ding I Believe it not. She is guilty, and she shall 
die — secretly, speedily, ere her babbling tongue 
can betray us. Be not thus moved I Have I not 
the right 1 Does she not justly deserve death ?" 

** She does, if guilty," replied Abassa ; ** but not 
by your hand. She should die under the sentence 
of the law, not condemned by thee — at once her 
judge and her accuser— executed, too, in secret and 
in silence.** 

" By Heaven P* exclaimed the prince, interrupt* 
ing her, ^ this is unmeasured folly. It exceeds be- 
lief that thou shouldst counsel me to it. What ! 
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shall I not punish in mine own right those who 
thus ofiend 7 Must I trumpet to the world that 
dishonour which the walls of a prison, or the grave 
might conceal ? I cannot but smile at the thought. 
Justly, deeply offended, and yet not the power to 
punish the very dependants of my house, without 
calling all the world to witness the justice, or rather, 
if it must be spoken, the deep die of the disgrace 1 
To afford her, too, an opportunity to accuse me to 
the calif of a fault that might destroy us both/' 

" But may not her death, even if secret, betray 
us ? Will not my father's suspicions be awakened 
if he should hear of her fate? And may he not? 
Remember, Giafar, how often, as vizier to the calif, 
thou hast brought to light crimes as well hidden 
as this could be. If thy brother's vigilance should 
slumber, yet Abou Youssouf, the chief magistrate 
of the city, will not pass by thy mansion in his 
watchfulness. Reflect — do nothing rashly— do 
nothing which may endanger our happiness, our 
lives — but above all, do nothing unjustly P 

" I will not, believe me, dearest," was the reply 
of the prince. Then, after musing some moments, 
he added, '^ Thou art right — to punish her as she 
deserves might cause inquiry which it would be 
difficult to answer. Yet she must not betray us. 
In seclusion from the world she shall have full 
leisure to repent her guilt, and if strictly guarded, 
her silence will be as sure as though death had set 
his icy seal upon her lips. 'Tis a merciful part, 
too, though she deserves it not. Yes 1 solitude, 
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Stern and cruel — yet not to her, the ingrate, th( 
traitress ! No ! the heaviest chains were mere] 
to one so guilty. But come, let us seek the palace 
I have a task yet to perform ere morning, and th( 
night is well advanced." 

" She shall not die then, thou wilt promise me? 
said Abassa. 

** Believe me, she shall not." 

They walked slowly together to the palace 
There leaving the princess, Giafar sought the apart 
ment of the slaves, and having beckoned one o 
them to follow him, returned to the private garden 
'' Mahmoud, is it thou ?" he said, as the slave ap 
proached. 

The slave bowed low, in token of assent. 

'* Draw near. Thou hast been long in mine 
household. Canst thou be faithful ?" 

The slave bowed his head again, and placed his 
hand upon his bosom. 

*' Go, get thee tools, and dig, with secrecy and 
speed, a grave by the southern wall : then hie t( 
the kiosk, where thou wilt find the body of a be 
headed slave, which, at midnight, thou must bury 
Thou needst not shroud nor wash it ; it befits no 
the burial of a traitor. He has died the death of i 
faithless hound. Yet lay him with his right side 
towards the holy city, as thou wouldst wish foi 
thyself, Mahmoud. Who will assist thee in the 
task ? Choose some one for whose fidelitv thoi 
wilt answer with thy head." The slave hesitated 
and Giafar immediately added, *' Nay, I will my 
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self go with thee. Impart this business to no one. 
I will await thee here at midnight. Speak not a 
word — a single torch will give ws light enough." 

The slave cast his eyes upward to the moon, 
which was shining brightly above them. 

" True, true 1" replied the prince to this silent 
suggestion of the slave, *' its light will suffice. Be 
secret, Mahmoud — be faithful. I have punished 
treachery ere this to-night." 

At the hour of midnight Giafar went to the place 
appointed. He found the slave awaiting his coming. 
Not a word was exchanged, and Mahmoud slowly 
followed the prince to the kiosk. The full moon 
was holding its silent course through a cloudless 
sky, lighting up a lovely oriental landscape around 
them. It shone brightly upon the quiet river, which 
wound like a silver riband through the trees upon 
their right, and gilded with its soft beams the loAy 
domes and tall minarets of the adjacent city, that 
lay stretched like a slumbering giant upon its 
banks. In its mild lustre the marble pillars and 
steps of that beautiful pavilion were revealed with 
the utmost clearness, and even the most minute ob- 
jects were rendered distinctly visible. Upon as- 
cending the balcony, to the astonishment of Giafar, 
the body was nowhere to be seen. There were 
the walls and pavement yet wet with the blood of 
the guilty Hassan, but the dead slave was no longer 
there. 

** Ya Mohammed I" exclaimed the startled 
prince, " have I dreamed this deed T that quick 
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blow 1 that ghastly form 1 that headless trunk ! 
By the light of heaven, I should think so V he con- 
tinued, looking around in wonder, '' but for these 
red tokens of its reality. Ha I" and his eye flashed 
quickly upon the wondering Mahmoud, " hast thou 
pratedy slave? or was it thou that removed the 
carcass 1^ 

"I have seen no one,** replied the affrighted 
Mahmoud, placing his forehead upon the pavement 
before the prince's feet. ** I have spoken with no 
one since I received thine order ; neither has thy 
slave removed the body." 

** Arise, then! search carefully around — see if 
thou canst discover the print of feet, or aught 
which may disclose the author of this wonder. If 
it be the work of mortal, some signs may be dis- 
cerned of human agency." They scanned the 
pavement and steps with care, and looked even to 
the water's edge for some track of human footsteps. 
It was in vain. Naught could they discover which 
might throw light upon the disappearance of the 
body. After searching for some time, unsuccess- 
fully, Giafar ordered Mahmoud to fill up the grave 
which he had dug, and having enjoined upon him 
silence as to the occurrence of the night, turned his 
steps musingly towards the palace. 

" Treason upon treason I wonder upon won- 
der 1" he muttered to himself, as he entered his 
chamber. ** My trustiest slave betrays me — the 
fiiirest and fondest of my harem dishonours me — 
the very spirits of the air, genii unseen, seem com- 
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bining to work my ruin. But into the hands of the 
Merciful One do I resign myself!" 

Much pondering in nowise diminished the won- 
der of Giafar at an event so strange. All was in- 
explicable mystery ; and time, in passing, afforded 
no clew to its solution. Many within the walls of 
the palace noted the sudden disappearance of Has- 
san, but in the deportment of no one was seen 
aught to arouse suspicion, as to the instruments of 
the secret removal of his body. To the watchful 
eye of the prince nothing was betrayed that served 
to lessen his astonishment or perplexity. 

The inmates of the harem have also lost a com- 
panion. The place of Khatoun is vacant. She 
comes no more to pluck the bright flowers — to 
revel in the bath — to bring in sportive rivalry her 
favourite birds to outvie those of her companions. 
She listens no more with them when tales of love 
or wonder are read by the sweet-voiced slaves. 
Her joyous tones are no longer heard echoing 
through those gay chambers, or swelling in sad har- 
mony above the chords of her feebly sounded lute. 
Where is she? They ask each other, where? 
They look up to the highest and gloomiest towers 
of the palace, seeking some token that she is still 
in life. They think often of her as they thread the 
mazes of the garden, fearful lest they may tread 
upon her tomb. They hang inquiringly over the 
river's brink, gazing with awe into its depths ; for 
there, they whisper to each other, may be her 
grave. But the stream is voiceless ; or if it mur- 
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murs, it is full sadly. It seems a dirge that rises 
from its waves. The thoughts of a fearful, secret 
fate trouble their fancies, and they weep, they 
tremble, and resolve. Love, they whisper to their 
hearts, though it may make a paradise of earth, 
cannot burn beneath the waves. The sullen stream 
runs swiftly to the ocean, unruffled by the sigh of 
beauty, though it be her last ; the heaving of the 
fairest bosom creates not a ripple in those waters, 
which hold it a prisoner within their depths. 



CHAPTER V. 

The moment comes — 
Collect each thought, each power, for one brief straggle. 
Happiness and life — all — all depends upon it ! 

Old Play, 

Summer passed away, and returning winter 
found the prince and princess again in Bagdad. 
The occurrences related in the preceding chapter 
had been almost forgotten ; no clew had been found 
to the disappearance of Hassan's body, and the 
anxiety of the prince gradually diminished, when, 
as the months rolled by, he saw no evils falling, or 
threatening to fall upon them, as results of that 
strange event. The danger to which they had 
been exposed by the jealousy of Khatoun, and the 
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treachery of her accomplice, bad been averted hj 
his promptness. All means that might lead to the 
discovery of their disobedience seem removed, and 
careful of their happiness, though they surrender 
themselves to joy and love, yet it is with a more 
prudent and constrained affection. They tremble 
Bjs they look back upon the precipice which they 
have so narrowly escaped ; they still walk along 
its brink — they cannot leave the danger — yet their 
steps are more wary and circumspect, for pru- 
dence, hand in hand with love, (rare union,) is 
guiding them upon their way. 

In this security, however, the prince is not 
always at his ease ; at times an undefinable sense 
of dread weighs upon his soul. Something — he 
knows not what — a vague foreboding, a sound, a 
vision, tells him that misfortune is at hand. Yet 
'tis but rarely that his mind is thus affected ; and 
even when most deeply influenced by his fears, a 
look, a smile from her dispels his gloom. So the 
sun drives along the mists of the morning, and 
the shadows that darken successively upon the 
plain, proclaim his power and his brightness as 
they pass. He has not made his wife a partner in 
his anxiety. She is ignorant of the disappearance 
of the dead slave — the origin — ^the cause of all his 
fears. Still she is sad. Her step is languid ; her 
eye sunken. Her cheek loses daily a portion of 
its colour, and Care is marking with his finger his 
traces upon her sweet face. She seems like one 
whose bosom is oppressed with some cause for 
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melancholy — secret, deep, hidden. Yet can this be f 
Giafar is often happy when she is most sad ; and 
what cloud can darken upon her soul, and not en- 
wrap him in the selfsame gloom? Or is it the 
very perfection and poignancy of her happiness 
which is wearing thus upon her frame, as an 
Indian sabre is said from the excellence of its 
temper to eat the scabbard which encloses it ? Ah I 
there is a secret — a little secret — ^'tis told in a word, 
a breath, a look, and is understood as soon. 'Tis 
known ! Gia(ar glances for an instant at her 
beloved form, and then clasps her tenderly to his 
bosom, while he presses upon her lips a kiss — a 
kiss, in richness and in luxury unequalled, save 
by the first which he imprinted upon her virgin 
lips. 

'< It is so, then ?*' he said. '< I have been 
strangely blind," and again he repeated his ca- 
resses. ^< Yet be not sad, my life. Droop not — 
yield not to sorrow at its mere menace. Wait, ere 
thou grievest, until it comes upon us." 

** How selfish am I !" she replied. ** Now that 
you participate in my grief, it is robbed of half its 
bitterness. I would have kept this from you, for 
I would not render you unhappy ; but soon — " 

"Unhappy!" interrupted the prince ; "say not 
80. The avowal which has fallen from thy lips 
renders me insensible to the future. I know 
not" — here his speech was interrupted by frequent 
kisses—-^ I know not that I felt more delight at 
the moment when thou didst first listen to my 



6IAFAR AL BARMEKI. 41 

love, than now to hear what thou hast told me. 
There are joys whose power cannot be lessened 
by the prospect, nay, even by the certainty of 
future misery." 

Notwithstanding this earnest asseveration, the 
prince, as he ponders upon the dangers which 
threaten them, becomes thoughtful and silent. It 
is true his face does not exhibit that care and 
dread that are visible in the countenance of his 
wife. Its expression is calm and meditative, and, 
save that his brow is closely knit, is unruffled by 
emotion ; yet, were the extremity of sorrow to 
come upon them, it may be questioned whether 
he would endure its bitterness with as much for- 
titude as the helpless being at his side. He walks 
the apartment, pondering upon the means that 
remain to avoid his master's displeasure, pausing 
at each turn to bless and embrace his wife for the 
pleasing yet perilous knowledge which she has 
disclosed to him. 

" Why is it thus ?" he said ; " why are our 
very pleasures born in danger ?— that we cannot 
rejoice over their possession, lest their very exist- 
ence should deprive us of them. Shall we be 
ever thus unfortunate ? Yet I am ashamed, my 
life, to complain of Heaven's unkindness after 
having known thee. No ! let the worst come. I 
am prepared for it. I will cling to past happiness 
as to a rock, and the fiercest tempest shall not 
shake me from it. But thou, mine own, my 
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loved one — ^what shall support thee in that hour 
when — ^" 

"When what?** exclaimed the princess, for 
Giafar was unable to proceed with die cruel sen- 
tence. 

*' When thy father's anger shall fall upon our 
heads." 

"Mention it not, Giafar. I will not listen. I 
will not look at it. Secure within thy love, I will 
rest until the blow shall fall. I will not, if I can 
help it, increase my sorrows by anticipating their 
coming." 

"Thou dost rightly; let us not think blit to 
avoid them. We,/:'must fly — we must leave Bag- 
dad. Our home here must be exchanged for 
some foreign clime, where we may yet be free and 
happy. Yes ! there are lands where thy father's 
arm could not reach us, where new scenes and 
new hopes would open to our view." 

" Leave Bagdad !" exclaimed Abassa. *< But 
yes — ^with thee I could, though my heart is rooted 
here, like the moss which has fastened upon it^ 
walls. Let me, while I think upon it, weep, for 
where shall we find a land so sweet, so well 
beloved ?" 

" The sun shines upon many as fair," replied 
the prince. "Egypt and India boast of bright 
skies and rich groves. This earth is all a garden 
— why should we not range it freely ?" 

^ Does the rose bloom as sweetly in the lands 
you speak of, or does the bulbul sing with as 
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pleasant a note ? — it would not sound so to mine 
ear. Besides this, superstition and impiety sway 
throughout the East, and Egypt, worse still, is 
ruled by misguided tyrants of our own faith/' 

<< Shall we seek the West, then ?" said Giafar. 
'' Europe's fields are fertile and fair." 

*^ I have heard that they are ; and I have heard, 
too, of the war and rapine which have laid them 
waste. Each noble strives there with his brother, 
for the lands which their own arms have ravaged. 
Every home is a castle, and every temple a for- 
tress. Their maidens are not so peaceful and so 
happy as our own. The prey of the ruthless, and 
the prize of the most skilful in fight, their hours 
must needs pass in terror and disquietude. I 
should feel lonely in their halls." 

** Thou sayst truth. Strong hand alone keeps 
wealth and power there. 'Tis a rude tenure ; yet 
couldst thou fear with my arm to protect thee 7 
The wealth which I might remove from hence 
would purchase me a goodly domain, and buy 
from their princes and their priests freedom for 
the exercise of our religion. For the rest, this 
sword will suffice. It shall gain me safety both 
from peer and vassal. It shall gain me honour 
and a name. In deeds of chivalry and nightly 
emprise I will bear me with the bravest, and in 
their own wild games will I foil the unbelievers. 
Smile not, my life, 'tis no vain boast. Thine eyes 
shall see it, and thine own fair hand shall crown 
me, as is their custom, with the victor's wreath.'' 
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** These are dreams, Giafar,'' said the princesiy 
smiling at his momentary enthusiasm, though her 
own face glowed as she spoke with the same proud 
emotion, 'i Thy heart is firm, and thine arm 
strong ; yet a stranger, unfriended and alone, thoo 
wouldst be borne down in the rude strife that pas* 
sion and interest light up in those lands. Even 
should fortune crown thy brave deeds with the 
fairest success, yet thou couldst not be happy 
there, or I, at least, could not. I have planted 
flowers, and their roots have twined deeply into 
the earth. I have reared birds whose song is 
sweet music to mine ear. Friends, too — father- 
mother — all — " 

'^ I would thou hadst left those words unspoken," 
said the prince ; *^ thou hast touched a chord in 
my bosom that vibrates painfully. Yes ! there are 
here some brave friends that I would not leave. 
My brothers, too, whose love is as a kingdom to 
me — ^generous and true are ye I — but what avails 
regret, if destiny must part us 7" 

'' Do not speak so sadly, my dear lord," said the 
princess. " Compassion may yet touch my father's 
heart. He may repent him of his purpose, and 
spare your life and mine." 

'' I think it not ; stern and unsparing is he in his 
purposes of vengeance. Yet grant it ; should he 
give me lifct burdened with his displeasure, it were 
a torment save for thee. I have held a place most 
worthy in the eyes of the kingdom ; my counsel has 
been prized in the court, and my sword feared in 
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the field ; envy and hatred I have trampled beneath 
my feetf as I would crush a scorpion into the sand 
— *and to live a thing forgotten and unhonoured-*- 
&ere, where I have ruled, to hold my life as a gift, 
which I may possess but must never enjoy — not 
even for thee could I do it. What say I ? — by this 
hand I would 1 — for thee I would live in bondage to 
my very slave. But glory — honour — think you 
that my bosom is dead to their call ?" 

** I thought you had been sated with their pos- 
session," answered Abassa. '' How often have I 
heard yon call them the cloud, the meteor, the 
mirage of the desert. How often have you blessed 
the fortune which led you to retirement, far from 
their turbulent control." 

** Yes, when they might be mine, I spoke thus; 
but now that I must yield them up, I feel how dear 
they are to my bosom. But I will not loose my 
hold upon them — no, they are mine by right ; and 
if stern fortune and my master's coldness bar to 
me here the road, I will gladly — so thou wilt go 
with me — ^wander to some remote land, where the 
way is open to renown. It is to be found M[here 
brave men dwell together, and the boldest and 
worthiest hand will ever seize it. Death or dis- 
grace awaits us here ; let us not abide its approach 
— come with me, and in lands as fair as this, I will 
work thee out as fair a fortune. Come-*-there is 
still time." 

While he was yet speaking, a knocking was 
heard at the door of the apartment, and a slave 
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entered with a sealed paper, which he placed in i;; 
the hands of the prince. It had been found, he said, 
in the courtyard of the palace. Within were wri^ 
ten these words : " Giafar, beware ! The bow is h 
drawn, and the arrow is ready to take its flight |i 
What thou knowest, thou knowest ; but if the shield 
of innocence cannot protect thee, fly, and with 
speed." The handwriting was unknown to him; 
there was no impress upon the seal, nor any mark ]ii 
by which he could conjecture as to the writer of 
the letter. He trembled, and his face became pale. 
He read the writing again attentively, and a third 
time gazed vacantly over the lines. He heard the I 
voice of Abassa, as she inquired anxiously as to N 
the cause of his emotion, but the words fell indis- ]| 
tinclly upon his ear. '* Just Allah !" he exclaimed, 
" can this be so ? The storm comes soon upon 
us.'* He then put the scroll into the princess's 
hands, saying, *' Here — read !" 

** What is it?" exclaimed Abassa, striving with 
trembling eagerness to place the paper before her. 
*' What means this dreadful writing ? — nay, I can- 
not j*ead ; tell me the purport of the lines." 

" All is known, I fear !" answered Giafar ; *^ and 
this comes as a warning, that I should provide in 
time for safety. But weep not, do not unman roe 
with thy tears. Help me rather to think how this 
danger may be averted." 

'^ All is lost, if this speaks true," he muttered to 
himself, resuming his hurried and irregular walk 
across the chamber. '^ Instant flight alone can 
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re us, yet even that may be in vain. If my 
uter's suspicions are aroused, it will be hard in- 
ed to elude his vigilance. Whither, too, should 
IO9 and thus hurriedly ? Ah I I should have laid 
> a secure retreat against this hour. I should 
t have waited thus, like a vessel far from the 
ven, until the bursting of the tempest. What to 
7 — whither to turn ? I might throw myself into 
3 arms of my country's foes, and win the name 
an outcast and a traitor, a disgraced prince, and 
rfionoured subject. To serve under the green 
.nners of the Fatemite ? I could not do it ; and 
e white standard of the house of Ommeyah 
ould reproach me for my dark treason, did I 
arch beneath its shadow. Sooner let confusion 
id shame blacken my face. To tear this crescent 
om my turban, and to place there the cross of 
le Christian — ay** — and he laughed scornfully 
I he spoke — " or to doff turban, and put on the 
elmet of the Greek — to take up their impenetra- 
te armour, and their craft, and their cowardice. 
^h ! Mohammed, assist me — thou art my prophet — 
ly religion is mine, and I will serve but one God. 
lo, I may be a traitor — nay, I have been one — 
ut an apostate, a foe to Islam ? — never I But 'tis 
ain to talk thus — could I do these things, could I 
lee with safety to myself and her, would not my 
ather and brothers yet remain behind to endure 
he califs vengeance ? Would not his hand fall 
leavily upon them, while I, the guilty one, would 
)e far distant, drawing my breath in ignominy and 
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shame ? No, / must suffer — not they. It is inev' 
itable. Yet hold — resistance, ay" — and his eye 
shone, as though fixed upon some bright and pass- 
ing vision — '' I might wake up the bold spirits 
whom I have so often led, and with the aid of mj 
brave brothers make head against the tyrant. By 
the life of Mohammed I 'twere well done — at but a 
word from me, they would be in arms — " 

" What were well done ?" exclaimed the prin- 
cess, aroused from the state of stupor into which 
she had been thrown by the clear and commaDd- 
ing tones of her husband's voice ; " why dost thou 
frown so angrily, and grasp thy cimeter ?" 

'' It offers a brave chance for safety," continued 
the prince, not hearing or unheeding her words— 
" a noble one — 1 have played many a game more 
hazardous for him — why not one blow for myself 
— for life — for love — for everything? I have seen 
it all — his anger has been long smothered, * like 
live coals hid under the dark ashes.' When the 
fire shall burst forth nothing can quench it save 
my blood — or his own — yes, his own — and what 
should hinder me ? shall I not strike ?" 

" What dost thou mutter, Giafar ?" again inter- 
rupted Abassa. " Whom wouldst thou strike 1 
What hideous fancies disturb thee ? Canst thou 
not look upon me ? Wilt thou not answer me ?" 

*''Twas nothing," was the reply — " an evil spirit 
was at my side, tempting me to madness — but he 
is gone — thou, my good angel, hast driven him 
away. No, I could not do it — Allah forgive me 
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for the thought 1 He is my sovereign and my 
father, and may the waters of hell boil fiercely and 
for ever in this bosom, if I raise an arm against 
him. Yet peace, my life," he continued to Abassa, 
who was again about to speak, *' a moment, and I 
shall be myself. My thoughts are feeble and wa- 
vering — my firmness seems shaken and uprooted ; 
but fear not — this weakness is passing. Where 
is my prudence ? — where my pride?" he exclaimed. 
^ If the crisis of our fate is near, shall I not meet it 
as befits me? — shall not my courage rise, rather 
than sink, as perils thicken around me ? If the 
emergency is fearful and trying, can I not become 
equal to it ? How else do I differ from the com- 
mon herd of men ? Why have I led armies to the 
field, and, as vizier to the calif, conducted the va* 
nous business of the state, if 1 cannot do this T if I 
cannot ward off danger with address, or meet it, 
when inevitable, with fearlessness and calmness ?'* 

Inspiring himself with the thoughts of the past, 
Giafar called pride to his aid, and by an uncommon 
eflfort divested himself of fear, and banished from 
his soul all tremour and emotion that might derange 
the nice balance of self-counsel. He was now a 
noble specimen of Heaven's workmanship. Coolly 
brave — carefully meditating — ready for the worst 
— and supporting, upon the shoulders of a giant 
resolution, the falling ruins of hope and happiness. 
When he next spoke his manner was entirely free 
from that agitation which but a moment before 
had so violently moved him. He seemed as though 
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he were musing upon some most trivial circum- 
stance of life, rather than pondering upon a sub- 
ject, on which depended his own fate, and the life 
of the one most dear to him. 

** Let me look upon this scroll again," he said. 
" My father cannot have written it, nor either of 
my brothers. Had they known this, they would 
themselves have come and spoken with me. They 
would have concerted for me the means of flight, 
and offered me their counsel — ay, and lives. They 
would have urged me to it — not left it to the warn- 
ing of these uncertain lines. They know, likewise, 
that while there is the shadow of a fear for their 
safety, I would not fly and leave them to suffer in 
my stead. Whoever wrote this knew me not. No 
friend would urge me to such baseness — and what 
stranger is there in Bagdad who, for the safety of 
a broken and a ruined man, would dare to pen 
these words ? I cannot fathom the mystery. The 
calif? — by Heaven, a ray of light breaks in upon 
me ! — is it not he 7 Deep hidden is his craft. As 
I live it can be no other ! He would urge me 
to flight, that I might give that damning evidence 
of my guilt. He would have me depart in the vain 
hope of safety ; but the quick messengers of his 
wrath would soon overtake the fool, the self- 
condemned one. I understand it now. But this 
brings hope again to me," he continued after a short 
pause. " If my master has written this, he cannot 
know of my disobedience ; or why wish for my 
flight? Why not at once point me to the proof, 
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the condemnation, and let the sword of the execu- 
tioner do its work upon the traitor's body ? No, 
his suspicions may be awakened, but are not as yet 
confirmed. Here can be no doubt. And what 
evidence, unless I give it by flight, can be produced 
as proof of my guilt ? Khatoun cannot be heard 
beyond the walls of her lone prison. She may not 
even know of my fault. I may have stifled the 
treason in its birth, before her base accomplice could 
return from his guilty errand. Hassan's lips, too, 
will no more unclose to accuse me. His body has 
been spirited away, yet no art, no bribes, nor threats 
can make him breathe the secret. It is true, he 
was found dead within the precincts of the kiosk, 
close fallen behind the lattice, as though he had 
been slain, while in the very act of watching the 
retirement of his master. The silence, also, which 
has rested upon his fate. These may have engen- 
dered suspicion. Yet how easy were it to disclose 
a crime which would excuse his punishment, though 
executed suddenly and rashly — a crime which I 
might well wish to keep hidden from the world. 
How easy to produce the partner of his guilt, and 
prove the baseness from her own lips. But this 
were hazardous, and might plunge me into the very 
danger that I would avoid. What surety have I 
that she would confess her fault ? Might she not 
rather, in the presence of the calif, charge me with 
disobedience to his commands? and he himself 
will question her. Would she not, if it is in her 
power, inform my master of that which may prove 
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my ruin 1 This must be cared for. I must see 
her ere I proceed a step farther. If she has the 
power to destroy me, and with it the will to do so, 
she must die. I have almost forgotten her false- 
hood. I hate to think upon it ; still more should I 
grieve to visit her with vengeance, even though 
just, since it has been thus long delayed. But why 
should I hesitate, when the lives of others, and those 
innocent, are perilled by her treachery ?" 

During this while, Abassa had been a silent spec- 
tatress of her husband's agitation. Now and then 
she answered his self-addressed inquiries as though 
they had been made to her, and at times put some 
question to the prince which he noticed not, neither 
replied to. Turning to her now, he said, *' Thou 
must keep within thine own apartment. Think 
not if I have been blind that others will be so. The 
eyes of anger and suspicion are sharper than those 
of love. Thou mayst conceal this yet for a time j 
meanwhile a way may offer to escape the fate 
which now threatens us. There is yet a remedy 
for our fears, perchance ; or if all should fail, I will 
throw myself upon the calif's mercy, though small 
chance were that in truth for safety. Retire now, 
my life. Refuse to see even thy father should he 
visit thee. Deny him upon the plea of sickness. 
Betake thyself to thy chamber, and if need be, to 
thy couch. In truth," he added, pressing his lips 
to her colourless cheek, " thy face is wan and pale. 
*Tis a hard lot for thee to struggle thus with for- 
tune. Yet hope still — still be thyself.'* 
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** Wilt thou not soon return ?" said Abassa, em- 
bracing him tenderly, as he turned to leave her. 
** I shall do naught but weep while thou art away." 

^* I will not be long absent," was the reply. " I 
will sec the slave Khatoun, and learn from her the 
extent of her knowledge and of her treachery. 
Then will I decide her fate, and the path which I 
myself must pursue. Farewell ! may Heaven 
shield thee I" Having again affectionately em- 
braced the princess, Giafar departed. 

A few words may be necessary to explain more 
clearly the fears and the purpose of the prince. He 
was well aware that the situation in which the 
body of Hassan had been found was, of itself, suf- 
ficient to indicate the intention with which he had 
stolen into that secret retreat ; and the punishment 
which he had suffered seemed to have overtaken 
him suddenly, in a place ill fitted for a deed of 
blood, and to all appearance while he was busied 
in watching the private hours of his master. The 
purpose of the culprit and of his destroyer seemed 
equally evident — that of the one to discover, and of 
the other to conceal the secrets of that retired ki- 
osk. , Besides this, the silence which had been ob- 
served respecting the death of the slave, would be 
additional evidence to him who discovered and re- 
moved the body, that such was the ofience for 
which he had been thus summarily punished. In 
one way, however, and in one alone, could these 
appearances be accounted for, which threatened so 
much the safety of the prince. There was a crime 
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60 irritating in its nature, so galling to the pride 
and hasty jealousy of a Moslem, that it might well 
excuse both rashness and secrecy in the punish- 
ment of the offender. Upon the evidence which 
he had of such a one, Khatoun had been impris- 
oned, and for such, was it the intention of Giafar 
to declare that Hassan had suffered ; and to de- 
fend the care with which he had concealed his 
death, by the plea that pride had led him to throw 
a veil over the dishonour of his harem. But Gi- 
afar was well aware, that his mere assertion would 
avail but little with the calif, and would contribute 
in no degree to remove his suspicions, unless en- 
forced by evidence clear and conclusive in its char- 
acter. For this purpose it would be necessary to 
produce the faithless Khatoun, and obtain from her 
an acknowledgment of her own guilt and that of 
her accomplice. But in taking this step it was to 
be feared that, irritated by her imprisonment, and 
through the hope of gaining the favour of his mas- 
ter, Khatoun would accuse him to the calif of the 
very fault which he was so desirous to conceal. In 
his present visit to her, then, his purpose was two 
fold — one, to discover if she had succeeded in her 
espial upon his actions, and possessed the power as 
well as the will to betray him ; the other, to induce 
her, by promise of pardon, to assert, in the presence 
of the calif, the guilt of Hassan, and to confess her 
own. If she were ignorant of his secret, or, know- 
ing, would not reveal it, her life, though justly for- 
feited by her falsehood, should be spared. But 
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should he gather, either from her words or de- 
meanour, that his danger would be increased by 
her appearance before the calif, it was Giafar's in- 
tention to put her to death forthwith ; for which 
course, to his jealous and proud spirit there needed 
no excuse. 

The interview which he sought was a task that 
he ill liked. He burned with indignation at the 
bare thoughts of her offence, and he felt that to see 
and question her of her guilt would be a severe 
trial of his temper. It was, however, necessary 
for his safety that he should do this ; and arming 
his bosom with double patience, he proceeded, with 
a heavy and unwilling step, towards her solitary 
prison. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Oh, couldst thou but know, 
With what a deep devoted ness of wo 
I wept thy absence — o'er and o'er again 
Thinking of thee, still thee, till thought grew pain. 
And memory, like a drop, that, night and day. 
Falls cold and ceaseless, wore my heart away. 

Lalla Rookh. 

But where was she, the sensitive, the sad one? 
where was the unfortunate Khatoun ? Grief was 
not sparing her — misfortune and care were doing 
their utmost to shatter and destroy her health and 
happiness ; and love — ^he that can dull the sharpest 
edge of calamity — had spread his wings and flown 
from her. Deserted by one whom she had deeply 
loved, she strove in vain to wean her afTections 
from his memory. She remembered the fond 
looks, the burning words, and the dear caresses 
which he had lavished upon her ; they were bless- 
ings for which she had never hoped ; but when once 
they had been hers, when she had known their 
charm, they had become essential to her happiness 
— a very part and portion of it. She thought upon 
their loss, and her bosom was deluged with sorrow. 
But the inconstancy of Giafar, although the heav- 
iest, was not the only blow which had fallen upon 
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lier heart. Lone and desolate, she was wearing 
her life away in confinement, and pining in solitude 
over the loss of liberty as well as love. 

When the prince became enthralled by the 
charms and possession of his wife, when he came 
DO more to her as he was wont, wonder and grief 
were the first emotions of Khatoun. " How could 
it be ?" she thought. ** Was he sick or absent ?" It 
might, nay, it must be one of these ; and she wearied 
her brain with framing and varying all those ex- 
cuses, with which confiding love will so long and 
so easily buoy up the hearts of its victims. But 
these could not always support her. There is a 
limit even to the flattery of hope. She had heard 
of Giafar's presence in the palace ; from the terrace 
she had seen his well-known form walking down 
the avenues of cypress and chenar trees, that throw 
their branches high above the wall which separates 
that private, that sacred garden from the common 
enclosure of the palace grounds. And yet he came 
not, and yet she would not despair. Daily would 
she ascend the terrace to watch for him, and as 
often could she discern the prince, and once, as 
she thought — yes, she could not doubt—a female 
walking by his side. Then she knew she was 
deserted. 

Ere she yielded to deep and settled sorrow, a 
cloud of jealousy and anger passed over her, sha- 
king her bosom with its tempest. Harassed by 
these unsparing and pitiless passions, burning with 
a wish to know the cause of the prince's incon- 
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stancy, she hoped, by tampering with the fidelity 
of Hassan, to obtain from him the desired yet tor- 
turing knowledge. Fortune, however, did not 
favour her design. On a sudden she found herself 
secluded from her companions, and confined in the 
closest solitude in a remote apartment of the harem. 
All amusements were here denied her. She was 
attended by an aged female, who held no inter- 
course with her except by signs, and although she 
used no harshness in the execution of her duty, 
yet carefully watched her. When winter came 
she had been removed to Bagdad, in a litter, alone. 
No one saw her — none knew of her existence. 
Yet here her confinement became less rigorous. 
Her books, and flowers, and birds were restored 
to her. Her lute was alone withheld, and she was 
forbidden to sing, lest the sound of her voice should 
discover her imprisonment. She was allowed, 
also, to visit at certain hours the bath, and to walk 
in a retired court, but always accompanied by her 
mute and vigilant attendant. 

Deeply did she brood over her misfortunes. She 
had been bitterly deceived in those fond hopes, 
which love and expectation had awakened in her 
young bosom. She had been, as she often sighed 
to herself, betrayed and wronged by the very 
being, upon the wings of whose love, as on an 
eagle's, she had for a time soared above this world. 
She had lost sight of its cold and selfish joys in 
her flight towards heaven. To fall, then, from 
tliis height upon the chill earth, to wake from a 
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blissful dream to the dreary reality of desertion 
and despair, was of itself enough to inflict upon 
her peace a deep and irremediable wound. But 
to wake to solitude — to find herself deprived of the 
society of her companions, and of those resources 
"which might alleviate in some degree her sorrow 
— this she could not endure. She was fast sinking 
under an accumulated weight of wo. Her form 
had become weak and wasted, like a rose leaf 
withered in autumn, and grief had robed her once 
crimson cheek with his pale, sad livery. Her 
beauty had faded, her joys were buried in the past^ 
and hope even had deserted her, save that which 
looked for the approach of death, as to the certain 
coming of a friend that would not deceive her. 

She was sitting alone, not, as formerly, thinking 
upon her love and blighted happiness, but pondering 
upon the future, the quiet grave, the ever-blooming 
paradise. She was sitting alone and weeping, 
when she was aroused by some one entering the 
apartment. Contrary to her cu3tom, she looked 
up, for it was the step of a stranger, and the almost 
forgotten sound caused her bosom to palpitate with 
a thrilling presentiment. She turned her head, 
and to her astonishment beheld the prince standing 
near her. Weak as she was, his unexpected pres- 
ence overpowered Khatoun; her heart fluttered 
wildly, she tried to speak, but an hysterical scream 
alone came to her lips, and she sank back feebly 
upon the divan against which she had been re- 
clining. 
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Her frail and faded appearance, so changed 
from the bright and happy being whom he had last 
seen, somewhat moved the prince. He uttered an 
exclamation of pity, and stooping forward, raised 
her gently, and supported her for a moment in his 
arms. This kindness affected the young girl pow- 
erfully ; tears, fell in profusion from her eyes, and 
looking fixedly in his face for a moment, as though 
to assure herself that it was he, she exclaimed, 
affectionately , 

*' Is it thou, indeed, my lord ? and art thou come 
at last ? I had ceased to hope for this." 

Giafar shrank from these expressions of tender- 
ness. He placed her abruptly upon the carpet 
where she was seated when he entered, and replied 
with some severity, 

"Can the sight of one whom thou hast injured 
bring thee pleasure? If so, thou hast it — look 
upon me." 

She gazed up at him through the tears which 
were streaming from her eyes, and replied, 

" Injured thee ! what canst thou mean, my lord ? 
Methought" — here she looked sadly around her — 
"'twas /had some cause for complaining. This 
lone chamber — this weak and wasted frame bear 
witness to my sufferings. Canst thou tell me how 
I have deserved them ?" 

" Peace, Khatoun P quickly replied the prince. 
"Falsehood will not avail thee; thy crime is 
known, and thou owest much to my clemency that 
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thou art still in life. Add not to thy guilt by deny- 
ing it.** 

*' Guilt, my lord I" exclaimed the trembling girl. 
** Speak, and charge me with it ; but torture not 
with thine upbraidings one who has little strength 
and less firmness to bear them — above all, from 
thee:' 

** Here, look upon this," said the prince, placing 
before her eyes the ring which he had found upon 
the body of Hassan. *' Ay, tremble ; well thou 
\ mayst. Deny thy crimes if thou canst." 
j At the sight of the jewel, Khatoun seemed dis- 
1 mayed. She hung her head, and exclaimed, 
\ ** Pardon for thy slave ! pardon for one who, 
jblinded by passion — " 

" Hold 1" interrupted Giafar, and his frame shook 
with angers '*thy shamelessness surpasses even 
thy guilt. Avow not so boldly thy dishonour, or 
thou shah yet suffer the fate of thy paramour." > 

" Paramour 1" exclaimed Khatoun, in wonder : 
•* whom dost thou mean, my lord ?" 

" Hassan, the slave — traitress 1" 

•' Hassan, the slave, my paramour !" said the 
startled girl ; *• the slave Hassan !" and she half 
raised herself frpm the recumbent posture in which 
she had remained during the interview. The flush 
with which anger had for a moment reddened her 
pale cheeks departed, and her face, as she raised it, 
was colourless and calm ; it were hard to tell, 
whether firm and suffering innocence, or cold de- 
spair was written in its lineaments. ** It is false !" 

VOL. II. P 
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she continued, lifting her eyes to heaven, and point, 
ing thither with her extended finger. " Though the 
lips of an angel had spoken it, it were false. How 
canst thou charge me with this baseness ? Thou 
hast betrayed and deserted me, and wouldst thou 
find an excuse for thine unkindness in alleging guilt 
to me ? 'Tis ill done, my lord. I am defenceless, 
and alone, I have no protector but Allah ; spare 
me then 1 I upbraid thee not — I complain not. I 
can still sufifer, still alone and in silence — but oh I 
speak not thus cruelly to me." 

*• Strange P muttered the prince to himself, 
almost staggered in his belief of her treachery ; 
** she wears the face of an angel upon her false- 
hood, if she indeed be guilty. Thou deniest it, 
Khatoun," he again addressed her : '' but tell me, 
didst thou not give this ring to Hassan, one of the 
slaves of the harem ? Gro, go, guilt is written in 
thy face — my cimeter almost starts from its sheath 
to visit vengeance on thee." 

" Draw it, my lord, and strike : it cannot wound 
me more deeply than thy words have done. Yet, 
if thou wilt hear me ?" she added. 

" Speak, then," said Giafar : " say it was lost, or 
stolen from thee ; or own at once thy guilt." 

" Neither of these, my lord ; I gave the ring to 
Hassan — nay, hear me — 'twas not for love of him. 
Oh no 1 no I how couldst thou think it ?" she said, 
earnestly, the marks of horror and aversion which 
were visible in her features at the hideous thought, 
testifying to the sincerity of her reply. 
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** Thy words, thy looks are like truth, but I trust 
them not. Would gold, would this toy, have 
bribed my most faithful slave to betray me ? It 
cannot be — thyself, thy love — ay, these were the 
lures. Why, too, shouldst thou part with this, mine 
own gift to thee ?" 

** What had I, my lord, that was not once thine T 
I have kept this, and these — ^see," she said, show- 
ing him various rings that encircled loosely her 
emaciated fingers — gifts which Giafar had forgot- 
ten, as things of no account, but which the enam- 
oured girl had treasured up as the memorials of 
happiness which had once enchanted her. 

The prince smiled mournfully, and with a feel- 
ing of self-reproach, as he noted the fondness with 
which she gazed upon these mementoes of past af- 
fection. Repressing, however, his compassion, 
he said, " Yet why didst thou give aught to the 
slave ? Why, if thou art innocent, didst thou wish 
to ruin and destroy me ? Was it thy wounded 
pride? thy jealousy? and could no sacrifice but 
my death appease thee ?" 

" Thy death, my lord ? I understand thee not. 
How could my folly endanger thy safety ? I will 
tell thee why I gave the ring. When thou didst 
first leave me, grief overwhelmed this bosom : I 
will not speak to thee of what I then lost, for I 
would not reproach thee with thine unkindness. 
Hope still, for a season, bore up my spirits, but 
soon fled, leaving my desolate heart cheerless and 
unsupported. I waited long, and in vain, for thy 
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coming, till my heart sickened— jealousy and sus- 
picion entered my soul — thou knowest not their 
poison, my lord. I thought, nay, I was sure, that 
thou didst love another. I had seen — Allah, sup- 
port me I — I had seen thee when thou little though tst 
these eyes were watching thy steps — and she too — 
ah me I those hours. Pardon me, my lord, one 
moment, and I will proceed." Her agitation here 
completely overcame her ; she gave free way to 
it, and attempted not to restrain her tears, or the 
sobs that were breaking from her bosom, so fast as 
to impede her power of utterance. 

**Calm thyself, Khatoun," said Giafar, much 
moved: "banish this emotion, this recollection of 
the sad past, and proceed more firmly." 

With a strong effort, the unhappy girl continued : 
" I was ignorant who she was, the partner of thy 
retirement, the cause of mine unhappiness. AH 
the feelings in my bosom seemed to concentrate in 
one strong wish to discover my rival ; to know 
her name, her accomplishments, and beauty, that I 
might judge from thence if her power over thee 
were likely to endure, or if I might hope soon to be 
again blessed with thy love. Thus actuated, urged 
by jealousy and fear, I addressed myself to Hassan* 
He was, I knew, one of the slaves who attended 
in thy private garden, and I endeavoured to induce 
him, by the richest bribes in my possession, to ob- 
tain for me the information which I so much de- 
sired. Often he denied me, but granted to my 
tears at last, what he refused to gold." 
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•• He did T ay, and told thee that the princess — ^ 

** It was the princess, then !** exclaimed Kha- 
toun. •* My heart told me it was she, but I knew it 
not til! now. I never saw the slave again ; he 
came no more to me ; and soon I was removed to 
solitude, debarred from all pleasure, even if it could 
come to one so wretched — but 'tis past. Thou 
hast regretted thine unkindness, and pardoned me, 
hast thou not ?" 

" I have — I have," said the prince. " Thou hast 
indeed been wronged ; thou hast erred, but art not 
guilty, as I thought thee. I have been much to 
blame. Canst thou forgive me ?" 

Unused as her ears had long been to words of 
kindness, on hearing these expressions of regret 
from the prince's lips, she looked up at him in won- 
der, but spoke not — her heart was full. He took 
both her hands in his, and raising her to him, looked 
compassionately upon her, and said, "Thy face is 
pale ; thou art indeed changed. I pity thee, Kha- 
toun — I owe thee amends for this.** 

"Heed it not, my lord,** she replied, while she 
bedewed his hands with her tears ; *• heed it not, 
for thou canst easily repay me. Words like these 
come to my heart like showers long delayed upon 
a withered garden ; they have already made me 
forget my sufferings." Giafar had supported her 
lightly in his arms, with a feeling chaste and pas- 
sionless, as though they encircled an urn which 
held the ashes of departed love ; but as Khatoun 
continued,she settled more securely and confidingly 
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within their clasp. '* Shall not those days return ? 
Shall I not leave this prison ? and will you not love 
ine again, as you once did, and come to tell me of 
it T This would indeed smooth my path to the 
grave — nay, I think it would recall me thence, to 
life and happiness." 

The prince hesitated to remove her from his 
affectionate yet cold embrace, into which she 
seemed to have taken refuge, as in a safe haven, 
from all the storms which had scathed her. He 
spoke not for a moment, for he knew not how to 
answer, but pressed his lips in silence to her pale 
brow. The kiss thrilled to her heart, where all 
the blood in her weak frame had concentrated — it 
returned, however, to her cheek in a deep flush, 
when she heard the prince's reply. " Khatoun, it 
cannot be ! thou knowest not what thou askest. I 
would not needlessly distress thee, for thou hast 
suffered much already from my folly and blindness 
-nay, cruelty if thou wilt ; but it is better thou 
shouldst know at once that my heart, my very 
being is bound up in another. It cannot be ! — for- 
get me ! forget the past, and be thyself once more." 
For a moment it seemed as if pride would come 
to the young girl's assistance; she attempted to 
extricate herself from his firms, but in vain. So a 
flower struggles against the first breathings of the 
blast, and as it falls again to earth when the tem- 
pest has fully come, so in a moment she drooped 
upon his bosom weeping. ** I am very weak," she 
said, when she could find utterance. " I cannot at 
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once control my feelings ; indeed I never could, as 
they whose minds have been trained and strength- 
ened by education. I was ever somewhat way- 
ward. I am ignorant too, thou art aware. I know 
nothing but what I have learned from thee, and 
this lesson thou hast forgotten to teach me. But 
it will not be always thus. I shall conquer this 
love of mine. I will watch my heart, and constant 
care shall at last free it from the tyrant ; yet be a 
kind master to me, and I will ever be ihy faithful 
slave." 

** I will be a guardian and protector to thee, Kha- 
toun,'' replied the prince, " but a master no longer 
— thou art no more a slave, thou art free. I owe 
this to thee. Go where thou wilt — seek thine own 
home, or remain here if thou wouldst rather, in my 
household — the choice is thine." 

Her countenance brightened not at this gift, 
though inestimable, of liberty, but she replied — 
'< I wish it not. I came hither ignorant, and thou 
hast enlightened me — alone, and thou wert kind to 
me — friendless, and for a while thou lovedst me. 
Though thou art changed, yet I would not leave 
thee. I have no home but here, no liberty but in 
being thy slave." 

*«Well, it shall be as thou wilt," replied the 
prince — ^" thy books, thy lute, the freedom of the 
harem are restored to thee. Henceforth be happy 
— thou wilt forget thy sorrows ere a moon rolls 

by.*' 

'* I can easily forget my sorrows,** answered 
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Khatoun, sighing, ** but I cannot so easily drown 
the remembrance of joys that have once been mine. 
But talk not of happiness to me, my lord ; I look not 
for it upon this earth — it has gone, never to return. 
But heed it not I can be content perhaps — con- 
lent to pass the few days that yet remain to me, 
thinking of thee, till they are ended. 'Twill be 
my last sad solace, to dream of love that has for 
ever departed." 

" Forget me, as one unworthy of thee," said the 
prince. "Be advised, Khatoun, receive thy liberty 
at my hands, and seek elsewhere a lover, a hus- 
band, and a home. I will endow thee richly, and 
there are many youth in Bagdad would strive for 
the possession of thy fair hand. Think well of it, 
thy heart may yet burn 'with new hopes and new 
joys ; and in these thou shalt forget him, who must 
forget thee. Remember ! there is no refuge ^om 
love but in love again.^^ 

Khatoun looked in wonder upon the prince, and 
answered, " Dost thou say this, my lord ! love 
again? how blinded have I been? Thou hast 
never known this passion, or thou wouldst not 
speak thus lightly of it. Love another ! sayst 
thou ? it is impossible ! Were the treasures of earth 
and heaven offered to me, I could not be bribed by 
them to do it. I could not frame a thought, a wish 
for any, any one but thee. Love another I I could 
no more do it than — ask thine own heart, my lord, 
if I speak not the truth — than thou canst love 
Khatoun." 
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•* Thou sayst rightly," replied the prince, silenced 
by this direct appeal to his own feelings ; ** the 
affections will not be controlled. Think no more 
of it — these palace halls are free and spacious ; 
every pleasure shall here wait upoa thee, and time 
will soften, if it does not remove thy sorrows." 

*• 'Tis as I thought 1" he exclaimed, when he had 
retired a few paces apart, and meditated for a 
moment upon the prospect before him. " 'Tis as 
I thought. Those lines were written by the calif. 
Ay, it was a treacherous snare, one worthy of my 
crafty master. But with the aid of Heaven I may 
avoid it My fault is as yet undiscovered, and but 
for Hassan's death might even be unsuspected. 
From that quarter comes the danger — I cannot 
doubt it. How, since she is innocent, can I excuse 
that deed ? How can I satisfy my doubting mas- 
ter ? — and every slight suspicion must be driven 
from his mind — all his misgivings banished, ere I 
can fly hence with safety. If she would own her- 
self thus false, if with her own lips she would con- 
fess the deed I deemed her guilty of, all might be 
well. Yet, can I urge her to it ? Can I bid her, 
suffering and innocent as she is, thus wrong her 
honour ? I cannot — 'tis too cruel ! Yet why should 
I not ? 'Tis her own folly that has brought this 
present danger upon us. I must not be wanting 
to myself — to Aer, my trembling, innocent wife, in 
this peril. I must close up every avenue through 
which destruction may enter to devour all I love. 
The evil is but temporary, and should not weigh 
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for a moment against those which threaten our 
safety. Lost fame may again return, and the 
world's favour is soon regained ; but death's cold 
grasp is ruthless and enduring — its icy hand will 
not release ita victim." 

With the air of one who has taken some trying 
resolution, and has steeled his mind to its execu- 
tion, he now turned and addressed the young slave. 
" Thou wilt be happy here — fear not but thou wilt; 
and when death shall take me hence, as it soon 
will, Khatoun, I will not leave thee without a home, 
and without wealth sufficient for all thy wishes." 

** Thou affrightest me with those gloomy tones, 
my lord," she answered. *• Why talk thus ? Dan- 
ger cannot surely come nigh such as thou, so pow- 
erful, so well esteemed." 

'* It is nearer than thou art aware. My stern 
master is even now marking me for his victim. 
Thou dost start 1 thou weepest I know thou art 
lamenting one whom thine own folly has de- 
stroyed." 

"// — how? how have I done this?" said the 
terrified girl. " It cannot be." 

" Were it not so, I would not charge thee with 
it. Thou hast heard, doubtless, bruited throughout 
the palace, the strict command by which the calif 
has enslaved my marriage with his daughter ?" 

**Some rumour I have heard — some strange 
rumour ; but held it as an idle tale — the busy 
scandal of the harem, rather than truth." 

" And of the threatened doom ?" 
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** Nothing, my lord, so may Heaven bless me, 
nothing." 

** That it was death ?" 

'* I knew it not. Allah preserve thee from the 
fate I But how does this point to ma, my lord ?" 

"Most clearly. How were my disobedience 
known save for thee ? Safe from all danger, I 
rested in security, until thy jealousy sent Hassan 
upon his ill-fated errand. Then came discovery — 
then fear and danger — and death follows close 
upon the victim's track. If thou hast not known 
of this — if thy lips have not imparted the secret, 
yet thy base messenger has disclosed all to the 
angry calif. Yes, Khatoun, death comes to me at 
thy hands* I have deserved this, thou wilt say, 
for I have deeply injured thee ; but the princess ! 
she has not harmed thee, yet she must equally 
suffer." 

Khatoun listened to the prince's words with a 
countenance in which doubt and terror seemed 
equally mingled. As he proceeded, the latter emo- 
tion predominated more and more, until he had 
ceased speaking, when she was silent for a mo- 
ment, following out in her own thoughts the chain 
of evidence by which Giafar was led to accuse 
her as the author of his ruin, until she seemed to 
have reached the last link, and as she found it cen- 
tered in her, that her jealousy and anger had caused 
this danger, wonder was no more seen in her fea- 
tures, but chilling horror, like a driving wind, swept 
across her pale face, and she exclaimed in piercing 
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tones, ''I see it 1 — it is so — have mercy, Allah I 
But I will die with thee, Giafar. Upon thy grave 
will I breathe this worthless life away to expiate 
my folly." 

** No grave will enclose the traitor's body," re- 
plied the prince, with melancholy and cruel stern- 
ness. " This carcass, torn and mangled, will be 
scattered to the winds of heaven, or wither upon 
the walls of Bagdad, a hideous monument of the 
califs vengeance. Scarce a vestige will remain 
of him who now speaks to thee, for friends to weep 
over — if there are any left to mourn me I" 

" Hold ! hold r* shrieked the young girl, wild 
with horror ; " these words will kill me. Yet no — 
speak on, speak on. Death I would welcome — or 
thou canst do it with this steel, Giafar,*' and she 
grasped convulsively his cimeter, and half drew 
the blade from its sheath. 

Giafar raised her from bis bosom, where she had 
fallen in the exertion, and looking upon her more 
mildly, said, " Pray not for this, Khatoun. No — 
live to redeem and save those whom thy folly has 
endangered. It may be that thou canst repair the 
evil thou hast wrought." 

"How? tell me 1" she interrupted, quickly; 
'* will my life, torture* courage — anything to do or 
suffer? Tell me in haste — I cannot bear this 
agony." 'Twas pictured in her face, agony, tor- 
turing, piercing, such as her weakened frame could 
not long support. 

Giafar trembled for a moment, lest he had over- 
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tasked her powers of endurance, and hastened to 
reply-^" Mind not my words, Khatoun ; they 
were harshly spoken. Thou canst without su£kr- 
ing or danger do that which may save me from 
threatening ruin* I would not have spoken thus 
sternly but to render thee sensible of the horrors 
that thou thyself hast brought upon me, and upon 
one I love, that thou shouldst the more readily do 
that which may dispel them.'' 

** Was it necessary to do this, my lord ?" said 
Khatoun, reproachfully, but still trembling with 
emotion. ^ Dost thou not know that I would give 
my life for thine, that I would do anything to serve 
thee r* 

<' Listen to me calmly," replied Giafar, "and 
then answer. Thou alone art privy to a secret 
which might destroy me ; no one living but thee 
knows of my fault. Hassan is dead — ^yes, this 
cimeter is yet stained with his blood. From thee, 
then, and thee alone, can come the proof which 
must condemn me." 

" I will not breathe it, Giafar," exclaimed Kha- 
touD, interrupting him — ** no threat, no torture can 
unclose my lips when thou bidst me be silent." 

** This is not enough ; no common denial can 
avail. The calif himself will question thee, and 
thoa wilt find in him a stern interrogator. Thou 
must frame the falsehood with a face of innocence. 
There must be no faltering of the voice, no look 
of fear, no trembling, to betray thee to thine ob- 
serving judge ; this were worse than idle." 

VOL. n.- 
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<* Oh 1 I will do this — nay, how could I do aught 
else, for I know naught, save from things own wordii^ 
that could injure thee. Is this all, then T Give me 
a task more difficult, more dangerous— one which 
may prove my penitence and truth." 

"I have not told thee yet," replied the prince; 
** strengthen thy mind to hear me, for the task may 
not be easy to perform. Do not smile so confi- 
dently, but listen : I have fears — no matter why — 
'twere needless to inform thee — that the death of 
Hassan is known to the calif. It was done in secret 
I waited not for the law to award the sentence of 
his death, but smote him swiftly and surely, while 
busied in his base purpose, in the very act of watch- 
ing my most sacred hours. Even where he stood 
he fell, ere he could turn him from the treacherous 
deed. Silence like that of the tomb, for which I 
destined him, has rested upon his fate. But I have 
had a sure warning that his death is known to my 
master — the hour is hardly passed that brought 
with it a token of discovery* and a threat of pun- 
ishment ; thence is my only source of fear. Could 
I avouch to the calif some plea for his execution, 
one which would fully justify its secrecy and des- 
patch, then would I bid defiance to danger. There 
is one — canst thou not guess it? the crime of which 
I held him guilty, and in which till now I deemed 
tiiee a partaker ; this would serve such purpose* 
Thou seest this ?" 

'* Most plainly, my lord," answered KhatouD« 
<' But whither tend thy words 7" 
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"When my master shall charge roe with his 
death — when he shall accuse me of having do* 
stroyed him that I might remove a witness of mine 
own fault— 4iow shall I answer ? He is innocent 
of that crime by which I hoped to palliate the 
deed. Seest thou not how thou canst avert this 
danger? Bear for a while the imputation of this 
guilt, and satisfy the calif that his suspicions are 
unfoi:toded* Dost thou not comprehend 7" 

** No, no, not yet !" said the young girl, drawing 
her breath with difficulty, and compressing her 
pale lips. ** Go on I tell me all I" 

** I have told thee, Khatoun," said Giafar, unwill- 
ing to repeat what he had said, <' but thou wilt not 
heed me.'' 

^ Will not my life suffice 7 Take it, and then 
say what thou wilt of me. I could not bear it liv- 
ing, but in the grave I shall not hear this baseness 
uttered of me. Will not this satisfy thee 7" 

** Thy death !— I ask it not. Thou wilt live to 
be the guardian and protector of thy master ; own, 
but for a time, this thing — 'tis but a word — and 
safety and happiness shall come to us again.'' 

The poor girl wrung her hands in anguish, and 
looked wildly to heaven, while Giafar was speak- 
ing, but not the slightest moisture bedimmed her 
eyes* This was a trial too keen, too humiliating 
for tears— -or it may be that the sources which 
should have supplied them had been drained by 
her continued sorrows. When he bad ended, she 
exclaimedf 
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" Oh, no ! no I do not ask it of me. Not for the 
lives of thousands would I own myself so vile a 
thing. Thou mayst say it of me, my lord, if it 
will avail aught, and I will not open my lips to 
assert mine innocence. If the calif should inquire 
of me if I am thus guilty, I can be silent. But 
never could my tongue — to think — a slave — ^the 
words would choke my utterance. Do not look so 
angrily upon me. Frown not. I would perish 
for thee— but ask me not with mine own voice to 
proclaim such evil of myself." 

** I am not angry with thee* Khatoun," said 6i- 
afar, relentingly, '^ my frowns are not meant for 
thee. No, they are for the cruel, threatening hor- 
rors that surround me. I blame thee not for this 
refusal. Let it pass. Farewell ; others besides 
thyself can suffer firmly. Allah strengthen her 
and thee too ! Farewell I" 

" Stay I stay I" she exclaimed, detaining him 
with a slight grasp. '< I shall yet do it. Urge me 
— entreat me — I cannot at once consent." 

^* Hear me, Kiiatoun," said Giafar. *^ I will not 
urge thee ; I will not even repeat my wish to thet. 
I do not Wonder that thou should st feel thus keenly. 
'Tis hard to bring the lips to speak our own shame 
— even for man 'tis hard ; but for thy helpless sex, 
whose fame a breath — a word — may spot irrevoca- 
bly, 'tis doubly so. I have asked too much of 
thee. Mind not what I have said. Forget it. 
Let it not dwell a moment in thy memory.'' 
<' I will do it, my lord," said the young girl, as* 
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ig a desperate firmness — ^' I will do all you 
Yes* bring me to the calif, and you will 
er to hear with what effrontery I will own 
baseness of myself. By this I shall redeem 
rrors — shall I not ?" 

!*hou wilt do more than this," said Giafari 
ing her compassionately to his bosom. ^ Thou 
oad me with a debt of gratitude that I can 
: repay. And bear in mind, Khatoun, this 
s but for a time. If I escape the fete that 
hangs suspended over my head, fear not but 
his stain upon thine honour shall be all wiped 
; and if I perish, my latest breath shall avow 
innocence. All the world shall yet praise 
for the generous deed. There is a gay life 
» thee, and, believe me, thou wilt not the lesi 
its blessings, for that thou hast served, even 
more than life, an unworthy master." 
melancholy smile played upon her features as 
iatened to this vain encouragement of the 
9, and she replied, 

1.11 this is nothing to me. Talk not of honouf 
tie world's esteem ; they have but little value 
ne eyes. Think you it is for these I hesitate f 
J 1 a secret shrinking, a dread repugnance to 
a crime of which I cannot think but with a 
of horror — 'tis this that is so hard to over* 
• But I have resolved — for thee I have re-* 
d to do even this. I would fain imagine^ 
ing, as I think I do, upon the borders of the 
9f that it 18 for justice, for merey^ for tbe sake 
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of thine innocenty thine unoffending wife, that I 
make this fearful sacrifice. But 'tis in vain. I 
cannot thus deceive myself. No, it is love that 
prompts me. Let me, for the last time, avow it; 
and here, in the view of all the evils I have brought 
upon thee, for ever I renounce it Remorse and 
penitence alone remain. Yet I have one request, 
my lord ; the princess — she must not think this of 
me. Spare me that degradation. Let her not 
believe that one whom you have loved could ever 
fall so low." 

'* She shall know all, Khatoun. She is as gener- 
ous and gentle as thyself, and thou wilt for ever 
gain her esteem and her affection.'' 

^' May I not see her ? May I not be with her 
for the few mournful days that remain to me ? No 
one will smile upon me now. My companions 
will all shun me — yes, some that once loved me 
well. Where should I turn ? As well dwell here 
alone, in this prison, as wander deserted and soli- 
tary through the harem, all scorning me as I pass. 
I shall not bring reproach upon her in the solitude 
of her chamber. I will attend her and be her 
slave.^' 

Giafar hesitated ere he replied. With the at- 
tachment which the young girl still manifested 
towards him, he felt that it would be far more con- 
ducive to her peace if she were separated from bis 
•ociety. He feared, too, that her heart wouM be 
often pained to witness the warm love which he 
bore to Abassa, a feeling which would be fre* 
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quently displayed in kind looks and words, and the 
many endearing offices which declare its existence 
as well as minister to its life. She quickly divined 
the cause of his delay, and said, 

" Wherefore dost thou hesitate, my lord ? Fear 
not but I shall be faithful. Doubt not my con- 
stancy of temper. What is there left on earth for 
one like me but to serve, while I yet live, those that 
f love — to rejoice in their happiness and to weep 
over their sorrows. I think of nothing beyond this 
now — save it be the grave." 

"It shall be so," replied the prince. «'Thou 
shalt be with her,£hatoun, and ever share her 
fortune." 

After bidding her a kind farewell, Giafar de- 
parted. 

<* Am I steeled to sorrow ?" he exclaimed, as 
soon as he had left her presence. " Do not mine 
eyes weep ? Or is it triumph and hope that bear 
me thus up ? No !— a tear I— Allah be praised ! 
this heart is not of stone. How have I wronged 
this faithful girl. To what a trial have I urged 
her. She will do it, and all through love for me 
—her cruel master — ^it may be, her destroyer. 
Were it but my own life, how gladly would I yield 
it up to spare her this anguish. But my wife — my 
innocent wife — perhaps my whole house — Heaven 
shield them ! I will no longer dwell upon it. She 
shall be well repaid for all her sufferings. • There 
is yet light around me,'* he continued. " All is, I 
think, secured. Upon the morrow I will seek my 
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master, and banish all his doubts. Deep guile 
must be upon my tongue. I must frame my lips to 
falsehood, and coin a tale smooth as the one which 
the first serpent whispered to our erring mother. 
'Tis a vile part to act, yet will not want some 
merit if borne irith courage and with skill. Even 
ill is not all ill, if well and bravely done. My 
utern master has watched, most like with cruel 
pleasure, the care which has concealed the death 
of Hassan, waiting like the ambushed tiger to grasp 
his prey. But to the craft, he has not joined the 
patience of that fierce beast. He could not wait 
until the victim was within his reach, as soon it 
must have been, certainly, and without hope. Too 
eager in his vengeance, he has left the covert, and 
leaped to meet his victim. Now that I watch the 
spring, I may perchance avoid it. He himrtelf 
has warned me, and I will not slight hiis words. 
Heaven arm me with courage, and pardon all my 
falsehood I I struggle for a rich prize." 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

He knew his crime deserved a panishment, 
And yet his eye sank not before the fiery glance 
That threatening, rested on him — his cheek 
BlanchM not — ^no quivering muscle told 
That fear was at his heart— calmly he stood, 
As hearing rather some soft tale of love, 
Than vows of vengeance, deadly, stem, and dire. 

Piajf of the Asstutin, 

Humours are currcDt throughout Bagdad, which, 
ell foumdedy must implicate the safety of one of 
lost important personages in the kingdom. It 
D chances that he, whose happiness is most near- 
ioncerned in such secret and spreading whisper- 
I, is the last to hear of their existence. Friends 
, it may be, ignorant as himself, or hesitate to be- 
le the heralds of ill fortune to one they love. He 
Iks in blindness even to the verge of the preci- 
3, and perishesi perhaps, for lack of that know- 
^e which, if timely, might have turned him from 
danger. 

Thus was it with Giafar, when on the day suc- 
ding the one on which he had held the inter- 
w with Khatoun, he bent his steps towards the 
ral palace. The purpose of his visit to the ca- 
was to remove the jealousy which he knew his 
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master entertained against him, and by the testi- 
mony of Khatoun to establish a belief of his inno- 
cence. But he knew not of the mine that was 
ready to spring beneath his feet. Many dangers 
which had encompassed him seemed removed, or 
fast vanishing ; hope buoyed up his courage, and 
led him to expect a favourable termination to Iiis 
fears. 

Not thus unapprized, howeveri was the calif of 
the reports which so nearly concerned the prince's 
safety. Willing tongues bear the tidings of an- 
other's fault. They have reached the ears of the 
monarch, and his haughty spirit is aroused. Sus- 
picion had long slept within his bosom, and now, 
aroused as it was by the voice of rumour, woke 
into distressing, torturing certainty. He walks the 
palace halls with a brow frowning, and features 
black as night. He stamps upon the marble floor; 
the sound, reverberating through the vaulted cham- 
bers, falls upon the hearts of his slaves, and chills 
them with fear. They flee from his presence ; or 
if, perchance, they meet him, their faces are in the 
dust. They dare not look upon him in his anger. 
The venerable Jahia alone ventures into his pres- 
ence. Haroun turns from him, exclaiming, ** Thy 
son — thy son — old man I Let him look well to his 
head." 

^ Which son, my lord 7" said Jahia, tremblingly ; 
but the old man's heart well told him which. 

** Giafar — the wretch !" was the stern reply. 

*' He is here, my lord,** and as Jahia spoke the 
young prince entered. 
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Giafar saw, in the frowning and impassioned 
mien of bis master, an index of the tempest within 
bis bosom* and divined immediately some new 
cause for fear. It was the momentary depression 
caused by this feeling, probably, that rendered his 
prostration before the calif more prolonged and pro- 
found than ordinary. Or perhaps, he so demeaned 
himself, that he might gain time to divest his fea- 
tures of the agitation that for an instant shook 
them; and to collect and reassure his self-com- 
mand ere he arose. He had scarcely time to ef- 
fect this, if such was his purpose, ere the voice of 
Haroun sounded on his ear, in those withering and 
thrilling tones which that monarch could so well 
assume. 

** Well mayst thou hide thy face in the dust, vile 
slave 1 well mayst thou crouch to earth, and grow 
pale in the presence of thine offended master." 

** Shadow of God upon the earth 1" replied the 
prince, with all the composure which he could as- 
sume, ''is it permitted to thy slave to speak ?" 

^ Speak, but weigh well thy words," answered 
the caUf ; '* for thou standest upon the verge of the 
tomb." 

** Anger sits in the face of my lord. His ire is 
aroused against his servant Yet, ere the blow 
falls, may he not know the crime for which he is 
to suffer V 

" Thou art trifling with thy life, slave, to speak 
thus to me," said the monarch. ** Canst thou not 
guess thy &ult t" 
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" It were false, my lord,** answered Giafar, " to 
say that I could not. I know too well the origin of 
all thine anger and thy distrust against me, though 
I thought not that they were thus aroused. This 
paper, brought to nne by some unknown hand, first 
informed me that I was held by thee as one guilty 
of falsehood and disobedience. It threatens pun- 
ishment likewise, and counsels flight." 

^ Whence came it 7" said the calif, scarce look- 
ing at the scroll. 

** I know not, my lord," answered Giafar ; ** nei- 
ther can I divine its purpose." 

^ Hast thou heard naught besides this?" inquired 
Haroun, sternly. ^ Knowest thou not of the tales 
that ring throughout the city 1 tales of thy false- 
hood, and of my credulous folly ? Hark, as thou 
walkest the streets, to the tongues that proclaim 
thee a false subject, and a perjured prince. By Al- 
lah I the very winds are bearing my dishonour 
widely throughout the kingdom. But thou shalt 
die for it, Giafar." 

'•They speak falsely, my lord, that so speak,*' 
answered the prince, enduring, unmoved, the with- 
ering look which accompanied the califs words. 
** But what avails denial when the sentence has 
gone forth ? The life of the slave is in the hands 
of his master." 

** Thou sayst rightly," said Haroun, quickly. 
*• And were it not so, I should look to see thee, 
cimeter in hand, disputing my authority. But with 
all thy treachery, thou art not thus far gone in folly 
and in madness." 
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** How, my lord, against thee !" exclaimed the 
prince. •' Let the blow descend then at once, since 
thou deeouest me thus faithless. Yet hear me 
while I assert, that were the doom of a traitor now 
to be executed upon this body, it could not fall upon 
one more faithful, more devoted to thy service.** 

'^ That time is past when thou mightst have said 
this, Giafar,** answered the calif, yielding somewhat 
in the severity of his tone, though still speaking 
with fearful and gloomy calmness. " A year since, 
and had a prophet told me that thou wouldst thus 
stand before me a false and sentenced man, I would 
have spurned him. But the will of Allah be done I 
Thou art surely guilty, and as surely shalt thou 
suffer. All thine art is vain. Though practised 
in cunning, it cannot avail thee now. Hast thou 
not dishonoured and disobeyed me 7 hast thou not 
— but there is a partner in thy guilt. Ye have 
sinned together, and together would I question ye. 
Together," he added, after a short pause, *' together 
ye must suffer. Return to thy house and bring 
hither the princess my daughter." 

Giafar's heart sank within him at hearing these 
words. It was a task to which his bold and ready 
courage was scarce equal — to endure the searching 
scrutiny of his master, and he knew that the gentle 
spirit of his wife would not support her in the trial. 
He answered, however, firmly, " She is ill at ease, 
my lord — fitter for the sick couch, if she be not 
already there, and for the care of the physician, 
than to come forth from her chamber." 

vol.. II. — H 



86 GIAFAR AL BARMEKI. 

•* Ha r said the monarch, with a penetrating 
glance — " what aileth her ?" 

" Little skill of the hakim have I, my lord, save 
it be for wound of sword, or prick of barbed arrow. 
Strange fancies seem to disturb her brain, her frame 
is feverish and feeble ; more than this I know not" 

"She shall be well cared for," said Haroun. 
** The physician of our own household shall bestow 
his skill upon her. Go seek Gabriel Bact Jeschoua, 
and bring him into my presence." 

Giafar was silent, bowed lowly, and withdrew, 

•' How sayst thou, old man ?" said the Comman- 
der of the Faithful to Jahia, after the prince had 
departed — •' how sayst thou ? Is not the bird taken 
in the snare ?" 

** It may be so, my lord," replied Jahia ; " yet 
mine eye could see no fluttering in the captive, no 
consciousness of guilt, no fear." 

" Thou knowest not thy son, Jahia, though thou 
hast reared him, if thou lookest for these. I well 
believe he would not tremble on the bridge Al Sirat, 
could mortal boldness avail in that perilous pas- 
sage." 

** Should he be guilty, as thou thinkest, is there 
not forgiveness in thy hand ?" inquired the old man. 
*• Remember his past services, my lord." 

«* They are forgotten," answered the calif; " and 
were they without number, would be all obliterated 
by the black ingratitude with which he has repaid 
my kindness to him. Speak not in the traitor's 
behalf." 
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** He is my son, most mighty sovereign, and, as 
I hope, no traitor. If not for his own sake, for the 
sake of these white hairs that have grown gray in 
thy court, forgive him. Remember 1 paradise is 
reserved for him who pardoneth offences." 

" Who art thou, worm 1" exclaimed the calif, 
indignantly, "that thou shouldst withstand my 
wrath ? Should his whole tribe plead for the slave, 
it would not shield him, though, by the beard of 
my father, it might peril much their own safety.** 
The reply of Jahia was prevented by the return 
of the prince, who entered followed by the hakim 
Gabriel. The years of Gabriel Bact Jeschoua 
(or the Christian Gabriel, as he was called, from 
the creed which he professed) were about three- 
score and ten. He was remarkably tall and spare, 
yet his flowing robes, and his long but thin white 
beard, which reached nearly to the ground, gave 
him an impressive appearance. His face was pale 
and meditative, and his eyes wore that haggard 
expression, which is the result of long and frequent 
watching, yet there was a mildness about his fea- 
tures that was peculiarly attractive. After he had 
arisen from a precise and grave prostration before 
the Commander of the Faithful, Haroun thus ad- 
dressed him : — 

** Thou hast not been so wrapped in thy studies, 
learned hakim, as to have forgotten that Giafar al 
Barmeki is my son-in-law ?" 

*• I know it, sire," answered the hakim. 
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*« And the terms of that union thou mayst like- 
wise remenf)ber V* 

" Something I have heard of them, strange, and, 
as I thought — " 

** We will not tax thy wisdom, good Gabriel," 
interrupted the calif, "for an opinion as to their 
fitness. Such were my commands. How if they 
have been disobeyed ? if mine authority has been 
slighted, mine honour trampled in the dust ? What 
thinkest thou of it ?" 

" An offence most heinous, exceeding heinous," 
replied the sage. 

"Ay!" exclaimed the calif, "and by Allah! I 
swear the punishment shall amply equal the offence. 
The cimeter will not wear its edge after having 
passed over the guilty one and his house." 

** Knowest thou, my lord, that this evil hath been 
done r 

" I well know it," answered the calif. " I tell 
thee, hakim, that the dishonour of my house is in 
the mouths of all Bagdad. The very children at 
their play prate of the false Giafar, and his doting 
master. Hast thou not heard these things ?" 

" Some rumour of this sort reached me to-day," 
replied the physician, " but I turned mine ear from 
the tale. The wise man hearkens not to the scan- 
dal of fools, and the voice of the multitude is no 
meet counsel for princes in their anger." 

The calif noted the reproof which the words of 
the hakim conveyed, and answered, " Thou hast 
spoken wisely, Gabriel. But when the people cry 
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'there is fire within the walls,' let the sage look for 
the spark. Rumours the most improbable are 
always reared upon some foundation, though it 
may be slight. I do not heed these, however. I 
will be just. I will not punish the traitor, save 
upon the full proof of his guilt. Listen, learned 
hakim, T have this for thee to do. Go to the prince's 
palace, there thou wilt find my daughter. She is 
ill, and may need thy care. Enlighten thyself 
well as to the source of her complainings, and — 
mark me well I — return not hither until thou art 
assured whether — the curse of Eblis light on busy 
tongues ! — whether these tales that are abroad be 
true or no." 

" Alas ! my lord, thy servant cannot do this. His 
skill is unequal to the task. There may be others 
in thy court who can serve thee better in this 
thing." 

" What dost thou in my household then, or with 
those robes, if thy skill is naught, when most 
need^ ?" exclaimed the calif, angrily. *' By this 
hand, if thou wilt not obey — or cannot — I care 
not which — I will have thy beard torn from thee, 
and, stripped of thy grave apparel, thou shall be 
scourged from the city gates." 

" Thou urgest me to a task beyond my power, 
most potent sovereign. My lord cannot know how 
dark, how difficult is the duty which he has as- 
signed his servant. Diseases, like the chameleon, 
are ever changing their hues — to know them we 
must still study them anew. Yet more are they 

h2 



90 6UFAR AL BARMEKI. 

like that strange insect which takes its colour from 
the surface upon which it creeps. The All-wise, 
in his power, has framed man of the same clay, 
yet not alike. The sinews, the nerves of thy frame 
are far different from those of a frail and delicate 
maiden, and the sickness that would scarcely make 
thee droop, would wellnigh part soul and body in 
her. Each mortal differs from his fellow, so like- 
wise differ in them diseases. Small skill is requi- 
site to apply ointment to the wound, but 'tis most 
difficult to probe it. 'Tis easy to administer a 
healing drug, yet hard to know whence comes the 
pain that needs its succour. This is an art which 
is only acquired by years of daily toil and midnight 
study, which the wisdom of ages has not yet per- 
fected, and will not, as I think. To know — " 

" Well, prate no more of thy craft," said the 
calif, cutting short the old man in his speech. **I 
have heard enough. Away to this duty, and fail 
not, when thou shalt return, to account to me fully 
of all that I shall inquire of thee. Speak n#t, but 
away." 

The tone and manner of the calif were decisive, 
and admitted of no appeal. Sensible of this, the 
sage retired, much disturbed by the errand on 
which he was employed, muttering, as he took 
leave, '* I will go— Esculapius aid me I Thy ser- 
vant will go, my lord." 

It were a vain attempt to describe the feelings 
of the young prince, as at his master's command 
he followed him into a retired apartment of the 
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palace. The doubt — the fear — the irresolution 
that made up the anguish of his soul, words can- 
not speak, nor pen describe them. Yet, like un- 
written paper, Giafar's countenance told nothing 
of what was rending his bosom. He might pass 
unharmed through the dread ordeal of his master's 
scrutiny. Clothed in the- armour of cool and un- 
bending courage, he had hoped to come unscathed 
from the flame. Yet now, if such should be the 
issue of his address, even while exulting in his es- 
cape, might come the ill-omened messenger, the 
prying hakim, with damning evidence of his dis- 
obedience, to plunge him deeper into ruin. Which 
way to turn ? — what path to follow ? To throw 
himself at the calif's feet, confess his guilt, and beg 
submissively for pardon ? — no, that chance he had 
cast away. He had appeared before his master 
with a face of innocence ; and now to do this, were 
the effect, plain and glaring, not of contrition, but 
of despair. '*No!" said Giafar to himself, *^it 
would be vain. The way is steep and dangerous, 
but it lies straight before me, and by Mohammed, I 
will tread it firmly, and with courage, if the steps 
should be my last." He cast a glance at his aged 
father ere he left the hall, and in his looks he read 
that which nerved and strengthened him ; in them 
was seen sorrow, deep and heartrending, yet 
mingled there, was proud exultation, as he gazed 
upon his patient, bold, and suffering son. 

The apartment to which the calif led the way 
was a small and darkly furnished chamber. A 
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curtain of black velvet hung from the ceiling, shut- 
ting out, for the most part, the light which entered 
at the windows, while the few rays thai escaped 
from behind its folds were reflected from walls 
painted im sad and gloomy colours. A single 
taper was burning, which threw its flickering and 
uncertain light upon the dusky furniture of the 
chamber. 

"What may thine anger portend, my lord?" 
said the wondering Giafar, when the calif had 
seated himself. 

" Listen to me, slave, and then answer. With 
all the ingratitude that is infused into thy base soul, 
thou canst not deny my goodness to thee. I have 
heaped honour and riches upon thee, s^nd upon thy 
father's house. Even to the full extent of my 
power, I have done this. I have allied thee to my 
family, have given to thee in marriage my daughter, 
and upon thine enjoyment of all these favours have 
placed but one restriction. This thou hast trans- 
gressed — nay, deny it not. 'Twill but increase 
thy guilt.'' 

"Hear me, my most noble sovereign. I am 
guiltless of this," said the prince, throwing himself 
at his master's feet. " I know that my life hangs 
by a single thread ; yet in the face of this danger, 
while breath remains in these nostrils, I will not 
cease to declare mine innocence." 

** Recall what thou hast said," exclaimed the 
calif. '* Confess thy guilt, and die at least honour- 
ably, if thou hast not lived thus. The proofs are 
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most clear, and thou well knowest cannot fail fully 
to condemn thee. A member of thine own house- 
hold is here to attest thy guilt." 

" How !" said the prince ; "of mine own house- 
hold ? Who ? Confront me with the wretch. In 
my presence he would be dumb, or speak but to 
avow his falsehood." 

" Be it so," said the monarch, and he clapped his 
hands thrice together and called loudly on Hassan. 
At the sound of that name Giafar started, then 
turning, looked upon a sight which struck him with 
horror. The curtain had been drawn, and in the 
full light which came from two capacious windows, 
the murdered slave was standing as in life erect. 
His face was of the hue of death, pale and ghastly, 
and his glaring eyes were fixed steadily upon the 
prince. One hand rested against his bosom, while 
the other pointed to heaven, as though in an ap- 
peal to the Divinity for the truth of some assever- 
ation, which had but just passed from his cold and 
closed lips. No voice was heard, it is true — it 
seemed as though the slave had but that moment 
ceased to speak, and was looking accusingly upon 
Giafar for his reply. How 1 had the grave given 
up its victim ? Had the vindictive spirit returned 
to its mutilated body, for vengeance against the 
author of his death? This sudden and startling 
display of terror shook even the firm nerves of 
the prince. He was bearing up and striving 
against his fears, when the stern voice of his mas- 
ter sounded on his ear, saying. 
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" Look upon him, Giafar ! Look, if thy fears 
will let thee. He will speak anon, and charge 
thee with thy treachery." 

And to the fancy of the prince the lips of the 
slave seemed to unclose, as if about to speak ; but 
he waited not to hear if sound or words came from 
that chilling spectre. Overcome with horror, he 
bowed before the calif's feet, exclaiming, 

** Guilty, my lord 1 guilty 1" 

Haroun smiled in vindictive triumph at Giafar's 
acknowledgment of his guilt, and seemed about to 
pronounce some dreadful sentence against the cul- 
prit, perhaps even summarily to execute it with 
his own hands. But the prince's fortitude had for- 
saken him for a moment only. It was not in his 
character to surrender hope and life without a des- 
perate struggle. Yet had his own fate alone de- 
pended upon the issue of that trying moment, it 
had been fixed, sealed beyond recovery, and the 
utmost infliction of the calif's vengeance would 
perhaps have been a welcome release from the 
dread trial of that hour. But he endured and 
struggled for others besides himself. With a glance 
like that of the lightning upon the perils that sur- 
rounded him, he gave one thought upon his wife, 
his father, and his brothers, and then, though look- 
ing every moment for the return of the hakim, 
with the last evidence of his guilt and the seal of 
his condemnation, he collected all his firmness, and 
slowly raising his head, added, 

** Guilty of the death of the slaved* 
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The calif's brow darkened in disappointed an- 
ger, and he exclaimed, ** How, wretch ?" 

" Guilty of the death of Hassan, my lord," re- 
plied the prince. He had not time for more. He 
saw that the calif's cimeter was unsheathed, and 
raised above his head, and he bent his neck to re- 
ceive the stroke — pronouncing, at the same time, 
aloud, the confession of his faith. " There is no 
Grod but God, and Mohammed is the prophet of 
God." But the blow fell not, and Giafar felt like 
one recalled from the dead, when he heard his 
master's voice saying, " Speak on, Giafar ; I will 
yet hear thee." 

The prince lifted up his head from the dust. 
His face was calm and unmoved. Despair had 
well composed its lineaments, and he answered 
firmly. " I am guilty of this, my lord. He be- 
trayed and deceived me, and I slew him. It was a 
rash act, yet he well deserved his fate ; for he had 
violated the honour of the harem ; and for this, if I 
merit death,I am ready to suffer it from thy hands," 
and he bent his head again before the califs feet 
Fierce and contending emotions struggled within 
the monarch's bosom, and under their influence, his 
frame trembled like a leaf shaken by the wind. He 
clutched his cimeter with a convulsive grasp, 
viewed for a moment its shining surface, cast a 
glance at the prostrate person of the prince, and 
then, as though afraid to trust the weapon within 
his hands, hurled it hastily from him, to the far- 
thest end of the apartment. At the sound of the 
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cimeter, as it fell clashing and clanging upon the 
floor, the prince looked up, and said, "Is my 
crime forgiven me, my lord ? and do I owe my life 
to thy clemency ?" 

•* Thou wilt drive me mad, Giafar. Why didst 
thou own this paltry crime, as though it were one 
I could not pardon ? Was it thy purpose thus to 
torture me 1 Thou well knowest that I would for- 
give thee the death of a thousand slaves like this; 
for thou art," he added, moved to admiration, for a 
moment, by the prince's wonderful composure; 
** thou art, in bravery and firmness, the same Gi* 
afar that I once well loved. But why do I speak 
thus to a traitor? Thou art doubly died in in- 
gratitude. Thou hast courage only to oppose, and 
firmness to withstand, thy master. But, answer 
me — is it thy custom to shed blood in the rich ki- 
osk, and punish guilt in the chambers of thy re- 
tirement 7 Why, too, hast thou kept his death a 
secret 1" 

" I smote him," answered the prince, ** there, 
•where I first discovered his treachery, upon the 
instant, in a burst of anger; and was it strange, 
my lord, that I should seek to hide such dishonour 
from the world ?" 

" I grant it may be as thou sayst. Yet there 
has been another victim to thy suspicions — a fe- 
male slave, one whom thou art said to have once 
loved. For what was she punished ?" 

*• Was her name Khatoun, my lord ?" inquired 
the prince. 
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^* Ay/* answered the calif. " I am not ignorant 
of the dark deeds that are done within the walls of 
thy palace." 

" She was a partaker in Hassan's guilt, my lord, 
and well deserved to share his fate." 

"I believe thee not," said the calif, angrily. 
** Thy tongue is steeped in falsehood. She knew 
of thy disobedience — this was her crime. She was 
a witness, as I doubt not, of thy guilt ; and for this, 
wretch, was she slain." 

«* She was not slain, my lord," answered the 
prince, quickly. 

•* Thou liest, slave I" said Haroun, breaking forth 
into ungovernable rage, and seizing the poniard 
which he wore at his girdle ; '• by this hand, thou 
liest ! The grass is not yet green over her grave. 
She sleeps her long sleep, by the southern wall of 
thy gardens upon the Tigris." 

** That grave is tenantless," exclaimed the prince. 
**It was destined for yon traitor's body. Khatoun 
yet lives, my lord ; thou mayst see, and speak with 
her, if thou wilt." 

" God grant that thy words are truth !" ex- 
claimed the monarch, rising and pacing the apart- 
ment ; then striking his hand upon his agitated bo- 
som, he added : '* But if thou hast deceived me, 
thou shalt be torn by wild horses for this. I did 
not think there breathed a mortal who could move 
me thus — not even thou, Giafar, as thou wert once. 
And as thou wert, so shalt thou be again to me, if 
I find thee worthy. If not, if thou hast done me 
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this wrong, wo to thy head ! If thou art guiltyt 
thou art deeply so ; and for every step thou hast 
taken in treachery and deceit, a deadly wound shall 
be inflieted upon thy house. Thyself, thy father, 
thy brothers, shall all suflfer ; even she — thy wife, 
and, as I thought her once, nay daughter — shall feel 
the weight of my vengeance. And, I charge thee» 
Giafar, if indeed thou hast not disobeyed me, keep 
that commandment well." 

" Ah I my lord, recall it,*' interrupted the prince, 
prostrating himself before the feet of the calif. *^ It 
is the origin of all our sorrows. Thy bosom is now 
estranged from thy children, and all our happiest 
moments are poisoned by distrust and fear. The 
beauty and virtues pf the princess, thy daughter, 
have not failed to enchant and enslave me. Wilt 
thou not recall that dire restriction 1 — wilt thou not 
give her to me again, and make me thy son indeed?" 
These words were uttered by the prince in an 
earnest and impassioned manner, and for the pur- 
pose rather of effectually quieting the suspicions 
of the calif, than through any hope that his prayer 
would be favourably received. He was not dis- 
appointed when he heard his master's reply. 

** Thou askest in vain, Giafar. My purpose is 
unchangeable. See to it that thou swervest not 
from my commands." 

** Thy wishes shall be law unto thy servant, 
though a life of care and disappointment be mine," 
answered the prince, in a tone of resignation. 

•< £re night comes,'' said Haroun, <' send hither 
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that female slave. I would myself quesdop her 
concerDing her guilt ; and come with hopnysel^ 
Giafar, I would have thee present at fh^ imerview. 
When thou returnest to thy house, changli.thjrgar* 
ments — cleanse thyself from all impurities^ and 
prostrate in the dust, return thanks to the Mpst 
High, who has this day preserved thee from death; . 
I myself owe these devotions to Heaven, and as ^ 
much in alms as would feed the poor of the city ^ 
for the space of seven days, for I have wellnigh 
done that which, if thou iiast apoken truth, 1 had 
given my right hand to recall." Then bending 
himself in the posture of prayer, this superstitious 
and arbitrary, yet generous monarch, repeated the 
namaz of midday, adding, ere he arose, this prayer : 
"Oh sovereign Arbiter of celestial mercy and 
celestial vengeance I oh supreme Ruler of the 
hearts and minds of mortals ! save us from the 
torments of the tomb^ and from eternal fire I 
There is no God but God, and Mohammed is his 
prophet." 

The prince had stooped by the side of his mas- 
ter, but rose not when their devotions were ended. 
His feelings had overpowered him. The energy 
which till now had supported him, seemed to have 
vanished with the danger. Mind and body were 
equally unnerved, and he remained for some mo- 
ments with his forehead to the ground, like one in 
a dream. He was recalled to himself by the soimd 
of the calif's voice. 

^ Arise, Giafar 1 let not the thoi;^hts of the dan- 
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^er w^ich thou bast escaped unman thee. If thon 
art guiltless, thy life is safe. Go, now, in peace." 
** Am I deceived t * said Haroun, wiien Giafar 
had left his prese »ce : '* I know his art — skUlf I 
have often called it. There breathes not a man in 
Persia who could deceive me, save himself. Yet 
what matters it ? the return of the hakim will re- 
solve all my doubts. Vengeance will be sure, 
though for a time delayed. Should he prove false, 
though a spirit from heaven should plead for him, 
it were in vain. But I well hope it is not so. 'Twill 
be a dark day, even for me, that day that dawns 
upon mine anger." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Approach — ^'tis kindly done, 

My learned physician and a friend. 

Sir Emtact dt Qrq^. 

In the mean time, Gabriel, the physician, was 
proceeding, with slow and unwilling steps, towards 
the abode of Prince Giafar. When he arrived at 
the outer entrance of the palace, at the accustomed 
signal a slave admitted him, to whom he showed 
the signet ring of the prince, and requested to be 
conducted to the presence of the princess. The 
slave looked upon it, pressed it to his forehead as 
a mark of recognition and reverence, and tbeo 
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beckoning the physician to follow him, led the way 
across a spacious court, up a flight of steps, and 
having traversed a long gallery, at last stopped be- 
fore a closed door. He was about to knock for 
admission, but the physician restrained him. Some 
one within was reading. Gabriel hesitated to in* 
terrupt the study, or more probably, the devotion, 
of the person thus engaged ; and he listened for a 
moment, and heard a female voice pronouncing the 
following verses from the Koran : " By the bright^ 
ness of the morning, and by the night when it grow-* 
eth dark, thy Lord doth not forsake thee, neither 
doth he hate thee. Truly, thy life to come shall be 
better than this present life ; and Allah shall give 
thee a reward, with which thou shalt be well 
pleased. Did he not find thee an orphan, and hath 
be not taken care of thee ? Did he not find thee in 
error, and hath he not guided thee into the truth ? 
Did he not find thee poor, and hath he not enriched 
thee ? Therefore oppress not the orphan, neither re- 
pulse the poor, but declare the goodnessofthe Lord." 
When the voice had ceased reading this beautiful 
and impressive chapter, Gabriel, having been an- 
nounced, entered. The princess was seated near 
a window, veiled ; and a female attendant, who had 
been reading at her feet, rose, and, at a sign from 
Abassa, left the chamber. The embarrassment of 
the hakim was evident as he approached the lady. 
He drew near, however, respectfully, and having 
made a grave obeisance, thus addressed her; 
** Most noble princess, health and peace be with 
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thee 1 I am sent hither by thy father, the illustri- 
ous Commander of the Faithful. Shadows, he has 
heard, darken the fair mirror of thy health, I have 
come to inquire news thereof." 

" Sit, learned hakim,'* said Abassa. " The pres- 
ence of the physician is ever welcome in the cham* 
ber of the sick." 

** Thrice happy is thy servant to bring his skill 
to thine aid ; and he will ever prize it the more 
highly, if it can serve in aught to comfort and re- 
lieve the daughter of my most noble master, and 
one so worthy." 

** It will be well bestowed," said the princess, 
'' if it can call back the flush of health to my cheek, 
and give to this fainting frame that strength and 
elasticity which were once its own." 

•*And yet, if I judge aright," said the hakim, 
" the colour of the rose is upon thy cheek, although 
the veil which thou wearest in part conceals thy 
features." 

"'Tis often thus," said Abassa, and faintly smi- 
ling, shejthrew aside her veil, and left her fair face 
entirely exposed to the view of the hakim. ** The 
colour comes at times upon my cheek, but like a 
restless truant leaves it soon.** 

" Thou art right, thou art right ; thy face is now 
like marble," said the old man. " In truth a won- 
drous change. Thine eyes are languid and sunken, 
thy face is pale and emaciated, and has lost, I think, 
somewhat of its bright complexion. Now that I 
note intently, it bears those marks which I have 
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seen oft inflicted by care and sorrow. These are 
the lot of many poor, many unfortunate, who want 
those things whereof thou possessest abundance — 
whose very bread is the wages of toil and beggary. 
But how can such guests find entrance at the gates 
of this palace ?" 

" Does sleep always alight upon the softest pil- 
low ?" said the princess ; ** or content dwell unceas- 
ingly in richly curtained chambers?** 

" Not so, in truth, not so," replied the hakim ; 
•* yet there are many enjoyments which wealth 
and rank may obtain for their possessors, a small 
share of which would gladden the hearts of the 
poor.*' 

*' Yet how many wants are there, which wealth 
cannot supply ; and when these are felt, its gilding 
may conceal but cannot alleviate our sorrow. A 
draught of abysinth, methinks, would seem more bit- 
ter, when drained from a rich goblet, than from the 
earthen vessel of the poor. Yes, happy are they who 
dwell in the valley of obscurity. Clouds and storms 
gather about the high places of fortune, and the 
descent from thence is fearful. What says the 
poet: * There are stars without number in the 
firmament, but the sun and the moon alone are 
eclipsed."* 

** I cannot gainsay what thou hast said,'* replied 
the physician, moved by the melancholy tone in 
which she had spoken. '* Wealth and enjoyment 
ill teach us how to bear the coming of misfortune, 
and care lays its heaviest hand upon that bosom. 



104 GIAFAR AL BARMEKI. 

ivhich before has never felt its touch. Far may it 
keep from thee, most noble lady I" 

'* With thy permission, learned hakim ?" said the 
princess, offering to cover her face with her veil. 
He bowed assent, and then placing his long white 
fingers upon the arm which the princess at his re- 
quest held out to him, he proceeded to count the 
pulses as they hurried through her feverish frame. 
This process was conducted with wonderful grav- 
ity and deliberation. The wise man's head was 
thrown to one side, his brows were knit, and his 
eyes, scarcely visible between their nearly closed 
lids, were peering steadily into vacancy. The 
corners of his mouth were drawn down to their 
utmost extent, the under lip advancing far before 
the upper, while in the many wrinkling lines thus 
formed upon his visage, seemed to dwell a super- 
human sagacity. The unoccupied hand was at 
intervals passed over his countenance, as though to 
settle its features more securely into their unnatu- 
ral, though sapient expression. Occasionally he 
would bend his ear close to the pulse which he 
was counting, as though by that organ he expected 
to gain some important and necessary information. 
But while the mind of the worthy hakim seemed 
thus occupied about his exterior, it was in truth 
differently and actively employed. With his ac- 
customed care, he had given himself time to ascer- 
tain what share of that irregularity which the pulse 
of his fair patient manifested, should be attributed 
to his own presence and purpose, and wliat might 
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duly be considered as owing to the disturbed con- 
dition of her bodily health. At last he seemed sat- 
isfied. " Quick, quick — how unlike mine own P 
he muttered, placing his fingers upon his own 
wrist; "yet, by the beard of Hippocrates! my 
pulse surely beats not as it is wont I What is it that 
drives the blood through my veins at so strange a 
rate?'' 

It is unnecessary, however, to describe this whole 
scene. It will be sufficient to say that it was con- 
ducted with all that solemn gravity* that preten- 
sion to mysterious and wonderful wisdom, which 
may truly be called oriental, an appellation not in- 
applicable to some professors of the art at this pres- 
ent day. ** Dost thou watch under the night air, 
or sleep beneath the rays of the baleful moon ?" 
said the physician, after a silence of some mo- 
ments. 

> ** When at m^ husband's villa upon the Tigris, 
I often watched the stars and studied the wonders 
of the heavens. It was my delight to do this, and 
often midnight found me lingering thus employed. 
It has not been so of late." A sigh came from her 
bosom as she spoke of those hours. All was sum- 
mer then. But now the winds of winter were 
howling around that sweet kiosk, and the storms 
of fortune, more pitiless, were sweeping across her 
own once happy heart. 

** The luxurious life and sumptuous fare of the 
present race," proceeded the hakim, " weaken the 
frame, and are disease's ipost fruitful source. The 
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time has been when a few dates, and a portion of 
barley bread, have composed the meals even of the 
Commander of the Faithful — ^but now, how differ- 
ent is it !" 

" My meals are ever frugal," said Abassa ; " in- 
deed, my peevish appetite rejects even our most 
common viands*** 

'' May it not be that the unwholesome air of this 
crowded city affects thee V* 

" I have thought often of that," she replied ; ** at 
least, I am sure I should be happier away from 
Bagdad." 

*• Sayst thou so 1" was the reply. ** Travel and 
change, then, would restore thee. I will speak of 
this to thy father." During a short silence which 
followed, Gabriel walked twice or thrice across the 
chamber, with irresolution pictured most strongly 
in his countenance ; at last, however, he seated 
himself upon the carpet, close to the princess, and 
spoke, hesitatingly, as follows : *^ I will not trifle 
longer with thee, lady. Upon an unpleasing duty 
have I come, and it is meet that thou shouldst know 
its purport I know that which I would give half 
my wealth and skill to unlearn ; but I know all 
/ which thou wouldst wish concealed." 

Abassa's head drooped, and after a short pause, 
she replied, '* The treasures of knowledge are 
thine, learned hakim. I have little art to oppose to 
thy skill. If thine errand is accomplished^ go in 
peace." 

Gabriel was moved by the mildness of her re- 
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ply. A tear glittered in his eye, and he answered, 
^ 1 cannot depart, and leave thee sorrowing thus. 
I stand like a reed shaken by the blast ; I would 
serve thee — I would remove, if it were possible, 
thy misfortunes ; but duty, safety — ^" 

*' Hesitate not, good hakim. Liet not the griefs 
of one who has no claim upon thy compassion af- 
fect thee. Thou mayst bring destruction down 
upon thine own head, but canst not lighten, by the 
smallest atom, the weight of sorrow that is to fall 
upon me.^ 

*' I could — ^by this hand, I could ! Doubt it not ! 
my means are less limited than thou thinkest. 
Thou mayst yet live. Follow the counsel which I 
will give thee, and thou mayst still escape this dan- 
ger.^ 

^ Escape 1" exclaimed the princess — *^ can it be ? 
Are safety and happiness yet in store for us here 
below t But deceive me not," she added, distrust- 
fully. ** Trifle not with one whose life depends 
upon thy words." 

**Thou art fair, lady," said the kindhearted 
man, weeping ; *' thou art beautiful as the day ; and 
the graces of thy mind surpass even those of thy 
body. I cannot see thee perish. I know the duty 
I owe to thy father, yet I am a Christian, and my 
creed teaches me to assist the unfortunate. I can- 
not fee the light of the world extinguished, the Rose 
of Persia torn and scattered in the dust, when a 
word from me — ^ye?, but a word, would revive and 
rescue it." 
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" Thou hast sojourned long enough in my father's 
court to learn its flatteries," said Abassa. '' Sweet 
words are like the rich confection, which the phy- 
sician uses to disguise some nauseous drug. This 
is needless — I am not a child, and so thy remedy is 
salutary, I can take it, be it bitter as it may.** 

'^ It is both salutary and sure," replied the old 
man ; " and thou shalt know it, though thy father's 
cimeter be suspended over my neck. Listen to 
me r 

The princess listened. 

'< Medicines of rare and wondrous efficacy are 
in my hands. Take of them, as I shall direct thee, 
and all which thou wouldst wish concealed may 
for ever remain so." Abassa seemed not to com- 
prehend the purport of the physican's words. She 
cast an anxious, inquiring look upon the hakim's 
countenance, who repeated them more clearly, and 
added, **Fear them not; a child might take of 
them, and be unharmed." 

The princess was much agitated, and it was 
some time before she could compose herself suffi- 
ciently to reply. When she did so, her speech 
was interrupted by sobs, and her voice was inex- 
pressibly sad and sweet. " How dark it is I thou 
hast thrown a torch's light upon my path which 
thine own breath has extinguished. I have asked 
for life, and thou hast given me death. I have 
wished for happiness, and thou hast proffered to 
me crime. Thy trade has made thee cruel, ha- 
kim." 
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** I cruel 1" exclaimed the old man. " Not so, 
by Mohammed ! Thou mistakest. I would have 
thee live-^I would have thee happy .'^ 

'' I think not, that with a settled purpose, thou 
wouldst wound my soul. It were unjust to think 
so. Speak no more of it I Urge me not to that 
which would render life a torment, and thought an 
utter curse ! Draw not one, who has already 
much wherewith to reproach herself, still further 
from the path of duty.** 

" And that leads thee to — ^" 

** To death- — I know it," said the princess, finish- 
ing the sentence which the physician had not the 
heart to conclude. ** Better to die, than live with 
such a weight of guilt upon my bosom. Even noW| 
expecting the approach of fearful suffering, I am 
not destitute of consolation. There are some who 
yet love me, and in whose smile I find life, even 
when death has taken hold upon my right hand ; 
and if Allah will look kindly upon me, and forgive 
my faults, I think I could die content. Yet, it is 
hard to part with him. To give up life were no- 
thing.*' 

** Yet pause one moment, ere thou dost reject 
mine aid. There is, in my proffer, evil to no one, 
and mercy to all. Thyself, thy husband, and his 
whole race — thy father, every one that is dear to 
thee, must suffer, if my counsel is rejected. No 
one, not even the unconscious and innocent cause 
of all these evils can escape. I would have thee 
live, as well for thy father's happiness as for thine 
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own. I would not have his honour tarnished, or 
his peace destroyed, by the punishment which his 
ungovernable anger will lead him to execute upon 
all." 

"My poor father!" murmured the princess, 
weeping. " Giafar and I will sleep in the tomb 
sweetly, but what a gloomy remnant of life will be 
his. When the storm of his indignation shall have 
passed, and swept us all away, who is there that 
can supply that place in his bosom, once occupied 
by his friend and daughter ? Tell me that, good 
hakim. Must he be wretched 1 will there be none 
to support him ? Tell me that, and I will answer 
thee more firmly." 

'' There will be none then living that can do so. 
Remorse will imbitter, if it does not shorten his 
lonely life, and Islamism will lose her firmest pro- 
tector." 

The unhappy princess seemed moved by an agi- 
tation that threatened to tear her slender frame io 
pieces. After enduring this in silence, she fell 
forward with her face upon her lap. Gabriel 
thought she had swooned, and raising her, threw 
aside her veil. She was deadly pale, but con- 
sciousness had not forsaken her. The kind-hearted 
hakim now threw himself with his face at her feet, 
and poured out all the ardour ofJiis soul, in one 
earnest and impassioned entreaty that she would 
listen to his counsel. The lady trembled, gasped 
for breath, and for a moment her resolution seemed 
to waver, and the old man expected exultingly 
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her assent. But her countenance became gradu- 
ally firmer, her eye increased in brightness, until 
it shone with lustre almost supernatural, and she 
replied, in tones strangely thrilling, 

" Thou canst not tempt me. If my happiness 
here were alone concerned, I would follow the 
counsel thou givest me, and for the sake of others 
be wretched. But my thoughts are above this 
world. This life is to me a point; but there is a 
vast region of existence before me, and I would 
not separate myself for ever from all that I love. 
My support under the evils which I am now suffer- 
ing, and those which are yet to be my lot, is the 
thought of that paradise where we may all meet. 
Stay me not, then I Oblivion will there hide the 
sorrows of this life, and my father, stripped of his 
anger, will become reconciled to his child.** 

** Thou art right, lady, thou art right," exclaimed 
the old man, much affected. " Thou art framed 
for heaven, and perchance thou wouldst not be 
detained — thou wouldst not linger from thy home. 
This earth is no place for one so beautiful and 
pure." 

•* I think not so," replied Abassa ; " this world is 
fair. To dwell here with those we love, at peace, 
untroubled by the storms of passion that make a 
chaos of man's bosom — this were a foretaste of 
heaven's joys, nay, paradise itself." 

•* I speak not," said the sage, " of the pleasures 
promised by thy Prophet — 1 speak not of gardens 
of perpetual delight watered by spicy rivers, o{ 
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sweetest sounds, of fruits, of fairest forms, which 
make up the paradise of the Moslem — but of that 
pure heaven which the faith that I profess offers to 
the sincere followers of its tenets. There, no care 
nor passion can enter the soul ; they are shut out 
for ever from that blessed abode. There, is no father 
and no son — no husband and no wife — all earthly 
ties are forgotten ; the passions that agitate this 
clay are all exchanged for love, infinite and uni- 
versal — love untainted with the weakness of mor- 
tality, and unalloyed by its frailty and fear." 

The princess shook her head, a sad smile touched 
her features, and she replied, 

** Tell me not of it, hakim. Thy heaven I can- 
not understand. I can feel benevolence for all, 
but not that love, that sweet relationship which 
binds me to some few on earth. If there is aught 
within this soul which tells me that it is eternal, it 
whispers that its best emotions, above all, its love, 
shall equally endure. Existence would be weari- 
some, methinks, even though clothed in immortal- 
ity, were it divested of that affection which has 
rendered it so happy here." 

" Thou wilt convert me to thv creed, should I 
talk longer with thee," said the hakim. " Yet must 
thou perish ? While looking on thee, methinks I 
would with mine own life redeem thine from de- 
struction. Can it not be ? Stay ! lend me thy 
hand once more." 

The hakim then placing his fingers upon the 
pulse of the princess, repeated the process which 
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has been before described, and with equal care and 
deliberation. To judge from the hesitation and 
doubt which were expressed in his features, the 
results to which the sage now arrived seemed by 
no means so conclusive as before, and when he 
spake his words confirmed this conjecture. They 
were slowly uttered, and interrupted occasionally 
by mysterious ejaculations, which, to the ears of 
the uninitiated, might have given great weight to 
his words. 

"The blood courses speedily through these 
veins — thy ace is pale and emaciated — thy frame 
languid and appetite impaired. What may all 
these import ? Without doubt, many things. The 
changes of the air, the influence of the moon, and 
study, if protracted and wearisome, would all 
afiect thee thus. I may have erred. I have, at 
least, evinced my folly and presumption, in thus 
hastily declaring what I have said of thee. I 
know nothing. I am a child in mine art. I know 
nothing, and can say nothing which may disturb 
thy peace." 

" Think well of it, good Gabriel," said the prin- 
cess. ** Pause, ere thou incurrest that very danger 
from which thou wouldst in vain attempt to extri- 
cate another. Thou knowest my father's temper. 
He will ill brook disobedience from thee, or trifling 
in this matter. Thou mayst destroy thyself, but 
my fate is ir)evitable ; thou canst not avert it." 

*« Now, God forbid I" ejaculated the old man, fear 
and compassion blending together in his counte- 

k2 



114 6IAFAR AL BARMEKI. 

nance, and giving it an expression of complete ir- 
resolution. ** I have told the calif how hard a duty 
he hath assigned me : I have told him that I was 
unequal to the task ; yet he hath driven me to it. 
Am I a beast of burden, that I should be forced 
thus to my labour? Should Wisdom be com- 
pelled? Is not the mind free? I will not think, 
then, otherwise than it may suit my purpose. I 
think thee innocent, and I will so avow unto thy 
father." 

" This will not profit us, good hakim," said the 
princess. " Thy kindness may avert destruction 
for a time ; but will not my father's anger visit us 
with a heavier doom at last? Thou art perilling 
thine own safety thus to act." 

'* Each day is as a year to thee," replied the phy- 
sician. " Let thy father's jealousy be once allayed, 
and all may yet be well. By my counsel thou shalt 
retire from Bagdad, to thy husband's villa, or else- 
where, for the unwholesome air of the city suits 
thee not. There thine ills may be all removed. 
There the colour will come again to thy cheek, and 
health will revisit thy weakened frame. As for 
mine own safety, if I heed it not, fairest princess, 
why shouldst thou ? Besides, shall I not tell the 
calif all I know of thee ? I shall tell him that the 
brightness of his fair daughter's eye is dimmed, 
that her face is pale, and that the current of life 
runs feverishly; and what more? nothing — no- 
thing but these. If, in the pride of my art, and 
through presumptuous folly, I hastily judged be- 
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yond this, it must pass for arrogance and error. 
Methought I had been wiser. My years are 
many, and I should have learned, ere this, how de- 
ceitful, at times, are all the resources of an art, 
which yet, understand me, lady, yet merits the ap- 
pellation of divine. Thou knowest my purpose. 
Thy servant knoweth nothing, and can say no- 
thing that may prejudice thy safety. Yet soft I" 
he added, lowering his voice, and looking carefully 
around the apartment. '^ I have a strange tale to 
tell, which may concern thy husband nearly." 

"Say on, good Gabriel," exclaimed Abassa, 
alarncked at the ominous expression of the hakim's 
countenance. 

" Let no word of this escape thy lips, save to 
the prince, thy husband ; for my life were of short 
space should the Commander of the Faithful know 
that I have spoken of this thing. Ere the summer 
had passed away, one evening, while seated in my 
house, I was aroused by the entrance of two slaves 
bearing a leathern sack. Having deposited their 
burden upon the floor, they retired ere I had time 
to question them. After their departure, I undid 
the sack, and to my surprise and horror, found 
within the head and trunk of a slave, apparently 
just executed. I had not recovered from the as- 
tonishment into which I had been thrown by this 
occurrence, when the calif stood before me. He 
was evidently much disturbed by anger, and ab- 
ruptly commanded me to sew the head carefully 
upon the body of the deceased, and to embalm the 
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corpse, SO that it might, if necessary, be preserved 
for many months. It was in vain to expostulate, 
and I proceeded to the duty assigned me. While 
thus employed, I noted carefully the countenance 
of the victim ; and though the violent and sudden 
death which he had suffered had much distorted 
his features, yet I recognised in them a favourite 
slave of thy husband. After the performance of 
my duty, the calif, having enjoined silence upon 
me, departed, and the two slaves again entered, 
and bore away their horrid burden." 

" 'Tis strange ! what may this mean ?" said 
Abassa. 

" I cannot tell,'' replied the hakim. «* I ventured 
not to question the Commander of the Faithful, for 
his countenance was dark with anger. Since then, 
I have heard no more of this mysterious trans- 
action. Inform the prince of what I have told thee. 
He may divine the purpose of the calif, and pre- 
pare himself against the danger. But breathe no 
word of this to mortal, save himself." 

" Fear me not, hakim," said the princess — «• fear 
me not ! I tremble — strange horrors surround us. 
Yet let fortune deal with us as it will, thy kindness 
can never be forgotten." 

" May it effectually serve thee," answered the 
physician. "Be not, however, too sanguine in 
thy hope. The calif is stern and subtle. His eyes 
will search this bosom even to the piercing of its 
inmost recesses. I will endure his questioning 
with what lirmness I may ; and wrapped in the 



k 



^ 



aiAFAR AL BARMEKI. 117 

dark mantle of my mysterious art, it will go hard 
if I do not evade his scrutiny. Farewell ! — peace 
be with thee ! Remain assured my promise shall 
not fail." 

" I am satisfied that it will not," said Abassa. 
" Thou hast dealt compassionately with me, and 
though thy counsel has been in part unthinking, 
and somewhat harsh, yet it was kindly meant, and 
I thank thee." 

*' Doubt it not— doubt it not 1" replied the ha- 
kim. " Heaven's blessing be upon thee." 

Having thus spoken, after the customary salu- 
tation, the kind-hearted Gabriel withdrew. 



CHAPTER IX. 



I will deipair, and be at onmitj with oozeDing hope. 

Richard 11. 



With a trembling and weary spirit Giafar re- 
turned from the calif's palace to his own home. 
His fortitude and self-possession had well availed 
him in his interview with the Commander of the 
Faithful, but they had been severely tested. The 
terrific trial had depressed his courage, and had 
exhausted his powers of endurance. Mind and 
body were equally harassed, and it was in a con- 
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dition every way unfit for such a crisis, that he 
found himself in the presence of the princess, to 
learn from her lips the result of an interview upon 
which depended life, happiness, everything. He 
had entered the chamber unheard, and stood for 
some moments by her side ere she perceived him. 
Her face was buried in her robe, but the sobs 
which were breaking in frequent succession from 
her bosom, confirmed his worst fears. " All is 
known !" exclaimed Abassa, as soon as she was 
aware of his presence ; and throwing herself upon 
his bosom, she fastened her arms about his neck, 
weeping bitterly, and through a i^trange weakness, 
tears were dropping down the cheeks of the proud 
Moslem. 

After a few moments the princess subdued her 
emotion, and at Giafar's request related the par- 
ticulars of her interview with Gabriel the physi- 
cian. To this account he listened with earnest- 
ness. Life hung upon her lips. He trembled as 
he heard — 'twas as he had feared, and now there 
was no hope. His interest deepened, however, as 
she proceeded, until she spoke of that counsel 
which the hakim had given her, and of his assu- 
rance of their safety if it were followed ; when he 
seemed to drink in the words as they fell from her 
lips. A shade of disappointment passed across bis 
brow, as she recounted her refusal of the old man's 
advice — yet it was momentary — by an instanta- 
neous, though visible effort, he banished it from 
his countenance. A smile of triumph played about 
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his mouth — his eye kindled as she related the 
strange tale respecting the dead Hassan— that 
snare, at least, had been shunned. But this feel- 
ing of exultation vanished quickly, and when she 
had concluded, he exclaimed, in accents of despair, 
** It is so, then ! — nothing can save us now — there 
is DO hope !" 

"How sayst thou, dearest Giafar?" answered 
the princess. " Is there none ? The promise of 
the hakim — his pledge of secrecy and conceal- 
ment — " 

•* Put no trust in it," he replied. " His courage 
is not equal to his kindness, and the calif would 
tear the secret from his bosom, were it locked by 
thrice his cunning." 

" Thou art strangely moved," said Abassa. 
" Thy brow is damp, and thy cheek pale. The 
emotions that disturb thy mind so fearfully, pre- 
clude, perhaps, the cool and even exercise of thy 
judgment. Let it not be thus, my lord. Recall 
thy fortitude — bring back thy firmness and thy 
hope, which seem so suddenly to have deserted 
thee." 

*"Tis as thou sayst, Abassa," returned the 
prince: "hope and courage have departed from 
me. Yet wonder not — I have endured that to- 
day which must have crushed them, had all my 
nerves been steel. My judgment likewise may 
have suffered in the conflict ; yet little art is neces- 
sary to know that the purpose of the hakim will 
not avail us in our present peril. Buried in his 
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books, and unused to the rude contact of a jarring 
world, even if he has the craft, he wants the forti- 
tude which might bear him through the trial. 
There was a way — but it matters not — thou hast 
rejected it." 

Abassa seemed not to notice the concluding 
words of the prince's reply, but answered, ** Thou 
canst not tell, Giafar. If the spirit of a brave and 
skilful man is at times shaken and borne to earth, 
so, thou well knowest, is the courage of the peace- 
ful hakim — ay, of a very woman, often exalted to 
a level even with that of the bravest For the 
truth of Gabriel, I would answer with my life, and 
for his firmness — " 

" Thou needst not speak of it," interrupted the 
prince. " Cast a bulrush into the swift Tigris, and 
if that feeble obstacle can arrest the current of the 
stream, then will the firmness of Gabriel Bact Jefr* 
choua effectually oppose thy father's anger. I tell 
thee, my dearest life, within this hour I have stood 
in the califs presence, armed with all the con- 
stancy that I could assume — and thou well know- 
est there are few that can compete with me in this. 
I have spoken falsehood with a face unmoved and 
innocent. Yet all has been wellnigh in vain. Con- 
fession has been upon my lips, and the thoughts 
of thy safety have alone repressed its utterance. 
Had mine own worthless life been all that was at 
stake, I should have yielded it. Twice has thy 
father's cimeter been lifted over my head, and as 
often has his hand been disarmed by my unvary- 
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ing composure. Thinkest thou that the mild 6a« 
briel — the peacefd and unskilled hakim, can en- 
dure such scrutiny ?" 

** I fear it is as thou sayst,'' replied the princess, 
trembling, as she saw those hopes removed which, 
but a moment since, had filled her bosom with en- 
couragement. " What, then, is left us ?" 

** Nothing but despair," was the reply ; and they 
were then silent for a moment, the princess weep- 
ing in his arms, and Giafar shaken by agitation that 
be had not the power to control. At last he spoke, 
looking upon her in deep anguish, and in a voice 
that emotion rendered weak and faltering. ''My 
best beloved Abassa, from me have come thy sor- 
rows. By my rashness art thou plunged into this 
misery* Why art thou so meek ? Upbraid me — 
reproach me as the author of thy ruin, and I will 
bear it better. Yet, dearest, I swear by our mis- 
fortunes, that I have erred through love alone. 
Pride and ambition have had no part in this our 
fate ; and were dt not for thy sufferings, and the 
destruction of those as innocent as thyself, I would 
not murmur — perhaps I should not regret. But I 
cannot think, without self-reproach and horror, 
upon the fate of all that is most dear to me. Thou 
wouldst shudder hadst thou heard, as I did/ the 
cruel threat which fell from thy father's lips to- 
day. My life — the lives of all my race, must be 
sacrificed. Even thou, mine own beloved ! thy 
youth, thy loveliness and worth will not save thee 
— solitary imprisonment — perhaps death itself P 
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** Oh I he will surely give me death," interrupted i 
Abassa ; *' I could not bear separation from thee. 
There will be no eye then to smile upon me — no 
voice to encourage — no bosom to shelter and pro- 
tect me. This would be worse than death.*' 

'* Rend not my soul by the recital of thy griefs. 
This is the sharpest shaft fate has within her quiv- 
er. Oh ! if I alone might suffer — Allah hear me T 
*— and the unhappy Giafar prostrated himself in the 
attitude of prayer-—^ upon my head be all the pun- 
ishment — all the destructioii— but spare, oh spare 
the innocent P' 

Abassa had bowed herself at bis side, and was 
ofiering up a silent prayer that she might share the 
dte of her lord, that death itself might not separate 
them. ^ Yet, af\er all, we should not despair," ex- 
claimed the prince, rising firom his posture of sup- 
plication. *' Let us not desert ourselves. The 
counsel of the learned Gabriel affords as yet a hope. 
Saidst thou not that he could save us from destruc- 
tion 7 Tell me once more ? — there may be yet 
time." 

The princess looked upon him tremblingly, and 
answered, '* I have told thee all, my best beloved ! 
I have told thee all — there is no hope but in Hea- 
ven; for thou knowest, Giafar,'' she continued, 
fearing and anticipating his reply, *nhat though I 
would give my life for thine, yet I cannot do that 
which would separate us for ever. By such a 
crime, I should be unworthy of thee, and ^ould 
look for abhorrence from thee instead of love. If 
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wretchedness, if death itself, must come to me, let 
them at least find me innocent." 

** Yet thou shouldst look, ere thou castest away 
our last, our only chance for safety. Owe we not 
something to others, who have not participated ia 
our disobedience, but must share our punishment I 
Be not hasty, but think well of thy life and mio^ 
own-^though 'tis worth naught save for thee : pon- 
der on the fate of my father, brothers, nay, our 
whole house." 

^* I have thought of all this,'* aaid Abassa, vi<h 
lently agitated ; ** and you know not how my bo* 
som has been shaken. But, I have resolved, I 
think — ^yes, resolved to die — ay, and— -'tis horrible 
to think it 1 — to be unmoved even by thy fate, and 
the sufferings of those most dear to thee. You 
gaze upon me in wonder — ^you think me cruel-^ 
mad, but I am not. No — am I so in wishing to 
spend eternity with thee ? I would bear long and 
patiently, the sharpest stings of misfortune, to avert 
this blow, while there remained to me a surety 
that all would pass away, and that with thee, at 
last, I should be happy ; but ask me not to err 
tbo8 ; knowing, as thou dost, that such sin must 
part us for ever.*' 

^ Nay, but hear me 1 Listen to me a monicsiit.'* 

** I will not listen to thee. Speak not of it 
Ui^ me not,'' she exclaimed, in an agony of fear. 
<* If thou forsakest me, whither shall I turn t If I 
have loved thee too well*— if I have transgressed 
the commands of my father, (may Allah bless bim,) 
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Still these faults Heaven may pardon, since I haTe 
repented, and am punished here. But, assist me, 
Giafar I let not the thoughts of life, of all that is dear, 
shake my purpose. Let me not lose thee for ever; 
Comfort me with thine assurances — say Heaven 
has yet in store some happiness for the unfortunate, 
say — ^ 
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'* Yes, brightest star, we shall meet in paradise !' 
exclaimed the prince, raised above this world, 
above all thoughts of friends, of life, or death, by 
the sweet, yet unbending fortitude o( his patient 
wife. 

• Abassa's weak frame could not support her 
longer in this trying scene. She had swooned un- 
der the violence of her emotions, but ere conscious- 
ness deserted her, these words had fallen upon her 
ear. She was sensible of the kiss which Giafar's 
lips had imprinted upon her forehead, and a sweet 
imile was visible upon her senseless features. The 
)>rince bore her to a couch in an adjoining apart- 
ment, and having seen signs of returning anima- 
tion, left her to the care of her attendants. 

" I will not — no ! I cannot urge her to it,** he 
exclaimed, when he had returned to the chamber 
where their interview had been held. " Shame on my 
want of manhood. If she can meet death with such 
calmness, cannot I ? Oh ! if my death were all, 
I would welcome it. But she, whom I love better 
than life — my aged father — my noble brothers — aH 
to suffer; 'tis too horrible I my soul sickens at it; 
ruin, utter ruin, and brought upon them by me, oi 
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wb6in they look with pride and affection ; whom 
they esteem as the prop and support of our noble 
house I I shall drag them with me in my fall. Ah I 
I have been to blame. I should have remembered 
that the lives of others were in my keeping, and 
not have thrown them thus away. To fly — to re- 
sist — to crawl to the feet of the calif, and implore 
his mercy 1 mercy for all but me I Oh I that 
with this aching head I could purchase safety for 
them all. I once hoped to die under the shadow 
of swords, amid the pushing with lances, and the 
ringing of steel-headed arrows, with the standard 
of the crescent waving its folds above me. Now» 
I roost beg to fall ignominiously, if I may fall alona 
I shall never more qoench my flaming sword in the 
blood of the infideL My steed will never bear tM 
again over the rich harvest of this right hand-*^ 
* changing his amber hoofs to the red cornelian,' it 
the dripping blood of foes. Farewell, renown I it 
has been the breath of my nostrils, and I thought 
to be embalmed in its good odour. But I must die 
a traitor's death, and with a traitor's name. AU 
lab, in his mercy, aid me ! I am indeed lost !" 

The countenance and mien of the unhappy prince 
gave unerring testimony to the crowd of wild 
thoughts and despairing fears which were throng* 
ing into his mind. Now, the rushing blood died 
his features with crimson, and his eyes shot forth 
fierce and unnatural fire ; then, in an instant, as 
though by some secret mechanism, his face became 
blanched, and like marble. Yet, in the midst of nil 
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iiis wretchedness, when Giafar thought for whom 
and for what he was suffering, a shade of compo- 
sure came upon him. When he reflected — ^if that 
might be called reflection which passed through a 
mind so sufiering and so convulsed— ^that the joys 
of moments past were far above the horrors of the 
present, and that he could not suffer to the degree 
in which he had been blessed, something like tri- 
umph was visible in his features, as lifting up his 
head, and straightening his limbs, he paced, with a 
firm step, the apartment And in this mood, it 
may be, that he would have remained, had his fate 
alone occupied his thoughts. But accumulated 
terrors, with a mountain's weight, bow his soul to 
earth. He cannot reflect, he cannot act, he can 
do nothing but despair. His courage is gone 
from him — his ready skill and daring fail him whev 
he has most need. The lion's heart and arm are 
covered with the coat of the timorous deer. Will 
be not turn at bay ere the bounds fasten on him ? 
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CHAPTER X. 

It WM a fearful light to see 
Such high reiolve and oonstancy. 
In one so young and fair. 

Martntoftm 

Thb weary hours of that gloomy day passed 
heavily to the young prince. They lingered by 
him in their flight, as if, fearing that his moments 
were drawing to a close, they would fain prolong 
his wretchedness, and keep him from the sweet 
sleep which awaited him, when time and its trou- 
bles should have ceased to agitate his aching heart. 
If, for a few moments, he was enabled to call off 
his thoughts from trials which were past, it was 
only to fix them upon others more severe which 
were yet in store for him. He gathered no confi- 
dence from the assurances of the hakim ; he would 
not dream of hope ; but in that stem insensibility 
with which a Moslem so often resigns himself to 
the decrees of fate, he awaited the doom which 
seemed inevitaUe. Gloomily and in silence he 
thus remained until evening b^^ to draw near, 
loioking upon every present moment as perhaps 
his last. But the fading light, which reminded 
him of the passage of the hours, revived, in some 
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degree, his hopes. He had expected ere this to 
be visited with his master's vengeance. It warned 
him, also, that the time appointed by the calif for 
the questioning of the slave Khatoun had wellnigh 
passed. His heart drooped when he thought of 
the trial which awaited that sweet girl. But shall 
he hesitate now ? No — his all, and more than all 
was at stake ; and though the chances were fear- 
fully against him, he resolved to play, with a care- 
ful and even hand, the game upon which this rich 
venture depended. Bracing his courage, he pro- 
ceeded, though with a heavy heart, to prepare the 
young slave for her interview with the stem and 
suspicious calif, and escort her to the palace. 

He found her in the same solitary apartment 
which she had so long occupied, and from which 
she had aot wished to be removed until after her 
interview with the cali^ when she should have 
redeemed her fault, as she expressed it, and de* 
served the favour of her who was to be her fiitare 
mistress. Her feebleness seemed to have inoieased 
rather than diminished. Her eyes.wera glassy 
and dilated, and their dark brightness contrasted 
strongly with the extreme pallor of her skin, giving 
to her countenance an expression wild Md almost 
unearthly in its character. Her fiice seeoiad more 
emaciate than it was when he saw her the even* 
ing before, and her pale lips were compreMsd 
firmly togother. Her breath was drawn qjnieUy, 
and at times a deep inspiration or sob interrupted 
its regularity. Sba seeutd aa tbough ahu had 
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been sererely racked by a storm of vehement and 
convulsing emotions, from which she had come 
out, marked, indeed, by their power, but preserving 
her firmness, and the resolution which had been so 
assailed. 

** The trial is awaiting thee, Khatoun," said the 
prince, approaching her. ^ Art thou prepared V 

** I am, my lord," she replied, without turning 
her eyes upon him. They were fixed vacantly 
in air. 

" Look upon me, Khatoun. Thou hast much 
changed since I last saw thee. Why is this? 
Dost thou repent thy purpose ?" 

She bent her look towards him, and gazing in 
his &Ge with a gleaming wildness, she replied, 
- ^ Oh I I have had a fearful conflict. The pass- 
age to the tomb were light to its terrors. But I 
repent not. . No I I am resolved. Do you not 
think," she continued, glaring upon him with a 
coQptenance in which a frightful sternness was 
as strongly depicted as such an expression could 
be in features so soft and feminine — *' do you not 
think I am resolved ?" 

'< Speak not so strangely," said the prince, sup- 
porting her frail form against his bosom. '* My 
soul is pierced with thy grief. I cannot bear to 
see thee thus." 

^ There, then !" she exclaimed ; the rigidity 
which dwelt upon her features melting into a flood 
of tears. ^ But it has unnerved me. I was firm. 
but now-^ready to tell that tale— but->i-" 
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'^Recall thy fortitude," said Giafar, interrupting 
her ; << but not with it that strange gloom which 
but a moment since sat upon thy face. The calif 
even now awaits thy coming. Mind it not ; the 
trial will not equal thy fears, or, at the worst, it 
will soon be past. Thou wilt this night rest 
sweetly after thy generous task, the sweeter for 
the recollection of thy fidelity and kindness.'' 

*• Shall I sleep thuSf my lord ? — and io-night 7 
I had a thought like this. My griefs will all be 
ended then, to-night^ thou sayst ?" 

*' Doubtless they will, Khatoun. This trial over, 
and it shall be my care that no sorrow nor misfor- 
tune shall approach thee. In the fairest balls of 
my palace, and in the presence of my grateful wife, 
thy life shall pass calmly away, untroubled, undis- 
turbed — unless it be" — he added, and he trembled 
as he spoke — '^ by the blow which shall fdXL with a 
heavier weight upon me and upon my bouse. 
Thou shalt not fail of a shelter while one of my 
name and race lives to protect thee." 

^ I had forgotten," she exclaimed, observing his 
emotion. ''Come, I am ready. The night is 
here — the hours are passing. Come, we may be 
too late." 

'' Wilt thou be firm T inquired the prince. 

" Do not fear me — I shall," was the reply. 

Giafar, trembling, supported that trembling girl 
to her litter. He placed her therein with kind and 
sedulous care, and having directed the slaves to 
proceed at a slow pace towards the royal pahMC^ 
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he turned his own steps thither also. His cour- 
age wavered as he entered his master's presence, 
but was instantly reassured by the open brow with 
which the calif greeted him, and by the expression 
of satisfisKstion that was diffused over his stern 
features. He found him in earnest conversation 
with Ghibriel Bact Jeschoua. Haroun turned for a 
moment £rom his discourse with the physician, to 
welcome the prince. 

*'Thou art come in time,** he said. **Jm the 
slave with thee, Giafar V* 

** She waits without, my lord.** 

*« It is well. I doubt not bul^hpu hast spoken 
trulyi hakim," said the calif, continuing the dis- 
course in which he had been engaged when the 
I»ince entered ; ** thou wouldst not trifle with me» 
as I think.'' 

The fece of the old man was clothed in imper- 
turbable gravity. No emotion, not the slightest 
ebade of feeling, flitted across his solemn and saga* 
cious visage, or disturbed, in the most minute 
degree, the formality of his settled features. 

''Far be it from me, may it please the Com- 
mander of the Faithful," he replied, " to deceive 
thee in the smallest matter, still less in a case of 
such magnitude, such importance. Even if I 
would do this, it were perilous, in sooth.'* 

«'Thy wisdom does not much mislead thee, 
Oabriel,^ replied the calif, with a grim smile. 
^'Tby rarest drugs would serve thee little, if. 
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knowing otherwise, thou hast deceived me in this 
thing." 

*' Heaven forbid I should do this!" exclaimed 
the hakim. 

" Enough. I believe it not.'^ The calif now 
addressed the prince. '* The slave is without, thou 
sayst, Giafar ? Gabriel, admit her. Knows she 
the purpose for which we have commanded her 
presence ?" 

*' I have imparted it to her, my lord." 

«' Thou needst not have done this, Giafar." 

At this moment, Gabriel returned, followed by 
Khatoun. She was closely veiled, and came for- 
ward with a trembling and faltering step, support- 
ing herself with difficulty, until she reached a low 
seat, upon which she sank down, with evident 
marks of exhaustion and debility. 

** Let the slave remove her veil," said the Com- 
mander of the Faithful. 

Khatoun hesitated a moment, and then endeav- 
oured to obey the command of the calif, but was 
apparently unable. Her hands trembled, and 
after a few vain attempts, they fell helpless at her 
side. 

** Remove thy veil, Khatoun," said the prince; 
**' it is the Commander of the Faithful bids thee." 

The mild tone in which this was uttered 
sounded harshly in the ears of the calif^ and he 
darted a piercing glance upon Giafar, as though 
he would read his inmost soul. Khatoun, how- 
ever, seemed encouraged, for with a struggling 
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^ort she complied, and drew aside the veil which 
son^ealed her face with a heavy sigh, .as though 
she had completed a task which had called forth 
all her powers. The sig^ht of her features, so pale, 
and so mild in their expression, diverted the califs 
thoughts from a train into which suspicion was 
about to lead them, and addressing the prince, 

" Is she in T he inquired. 

" She is, my lord. The imprisonment which 
she has suffered has preyed severely upon her 
health." 

" And remorse, Giafar — remorse I Or is she so 
hardened in her guilt that she has not felt its 
sting r 

•* It may be remorse, my lord," was the prince's 
hesitating reply. 

*' Cast thine eyes around thee," said the calif, 
now turning to Khatoun, "and answer if thou 
seest any in this presence to whom thou owest 
duty and fidelity?" 

** I do, may it please the calif," was the reply, 
" Thyself, my lord, the Commander of all the 
Faithful, to whom, as a sovereign ruler, and as 
the chief imam of our religion, homage and rever- 
ence are due ; also — " 

" Well, proceed," said Haroun, for she hesitated. 

"Also, the Prince Gia&r, my master, to whom, 
as a faithful slave, I owe all honour and afiec- 
tion.'* 

" Thou hast well spoken," said Haroun ; " and 
if thine actions had in everything comported with 
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what tliou hast uttered, thou wouldst not now 
stand before me accused of a base and loathsome 
crime. When thou didst first become an inmate 
of thy master's palace, didst thou not then feel to- 
wards him those affections which it was thy duty 
to cherish ? Look upon him I Giafar, look upon 
the slave 1" 

Khatoun gazed upon the prince calmly ; but it 
was evidently with an effort that Giafar bent his 
eyes upon lier mild features. There was nothing 
upbraiding in their expression ; yet self-reproach 
and sorrow rendered him for a moment unable to 
endure the sad yet firm gaze which she fixed 
upon him. The calif noticed this, and exclaimed, 
eying the prince with a keen glance, ** Dost thou 
not hear me, Giafar ? Avert not thine eyes^ but 
look upon her as I command thee." 

Recalled to his firmness by these words, the 
prince looked upon her with steadfastness.] 

*' Answer me, Khatoun, didst thou not love him 
then?" 

" I did, my lord,*" she replied, with a faint smile, 
*' I did love him once r 

"And at that time the prince bestowed upon 
thee his favour and presence, and graced thee in- 
deed with all which, as a favourite inmate of his 
harem, thou couldst rightfully expect from his af- 
fection r 

•* In truth, I thought so then, my lord.'' 

*' In possession, then, of all that a slave could 
wish, the esteem and love of thy master, thou hast 
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descended to the vile crime with which thou art 
charged. Light and false of heart, thou hast given 
thyself to a slave, and betrayed thus basely thine 
own honour, and defiled thy master's." 

Khatoun was violently agitated. She trembled 
as though the words of the calif had the power of 
an ague upon her frame, but made no reply. 

" Art thou not guilty of this V* resumed the calif, 
in a tone of severity. " Hast thou not thus erred 1^ 

She placed her hand upon her bosom, and bowed 
her head in silence. 

"Nay, speak aloud," exclaimed Haroun, yet 
more angrily. "Let me hear thy voice. Thou 
mightst well blush to commit such baseness ; but 
if shame could not deter thee from this crime, it 
shall not shield thee from avowing it. Raise thy 
head, and own without delay thy guilt, or assert» 
if with truth thou canst, riiine innocence." 

The young girl cast a wild and imploring glance 
upon Giafar, and the sight of his agitation recalled 
her firmness. He was shaken by various passions, 
pity, self-reproach, and fear, and their influence 
showed itself in the changing colour of his cheek, 
and in the restlessness and tremour which perr 
vaded every portion of his frame ; tokens, as she 
read them, of apprehension and distrust of her 
fidelity. Collecting all her energies, and speaking 
with all the steadiness which her weak voice could 
assume, she replied, " I am guilty of this crime I" 

'' And with Hassan — a slave of thy master's 
harem ?" 
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" Even so, my lord — even with that slave," she 
answered, in a tone yet firmer. 

The transient fortitude which had supported 
her vanished when she had thus spoken, and the 
flush which had for a moment tinged her cheek, 
gave place to a deathlike paleness, and she buried 
her face in her trembling hands. Giafar's emo- 
tion was scarcely less visible than hers. 

"Why dost ihou tremble thus, Giafar?" said 
the calif. ** What passion or what fear is it which 
thus shakes thy firmness ?" 

A moment's silence followed ere the prince was 
able to reply. " Should I listen unmoved, my lord, 
when the story of my dishonour is told in my very 
hearing?" 

" Thou feelest deeply the wound which this 
slave has inflicted upon thine honour?*' 

''Most deeply, may it please the calif.** 

** Thou boldest it, then, as no light crime, which 
the lapse of time may bury in forgetfulness, but one 
which stings most sharply, and can be healed by 
naught but punishment and revenge I*' 

"Even revenge, my most gracious master, can- 
not do this. My hurt lies deep beyond its reach." 

" In truth, her crime is black and treacherous, 
and thou canst not fail to think thus of it." 

The prince bowed his head, but made no reply. 

"Thou dost not answer me," exclaimed the 
calif. " I would know from thine own lips thy 
thoughts as to her guilt." 

" I esteem it, my lord," replied the prince, speak- 
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ing slowly, and strongly exerting himself to ap- 
pear calm — " I esteem it base !" 

** Well, proceed,** said the calif, glancing his eye 
alternately from the slave to her master. 

" Most vile, and most ungrateful !" 

**And deserves — Speak on — dost thou not 
hear me, that thou glarest with such wonder 
upon my face? Her punishment — what should 
it be r 

*' She has already paid the forfeit of her crime, 
my lord." 

" Must I again bid thee answer, slave ? Thou 
hast heard my question. What sentence is meet 
for the wretch who is thus guilty ?" 

•* Doubtless, death, my lord !" uttered the prince, 
faintly. 

Under the searching vigilance of the califs eye, 
Giafar had not ventured to cast a glance upon 
Khatoun. Had he done this, he would have seen 
that which must have silenced the avowal which 
the suspicious anger of the calif was extorting from 
his lips. With feelings of indescribable horror, 
she had listened to the expressions of reproach 
and contumely which her master had lavished 
upon her conduct. But when she heard that 
dreadful sentence of condemnation coming from 
the lips of one that she loved, one who knew how 
little it was deserved, her agony was terrible and 
overwhelming. Her features, which before were 
of an intense paleness, now became tremulous and 
quivering ; her eyes glared upon him as though 
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they would burst from the sockets, her lips, white 
as her cheeks, were half unclosed, through which 
her breath was drawn with laborious yet hurried 
effort, heaving and depressing her boson), as with 
the throes of death's last convulsion. 

The calif turned to her, and exclaimed, unheed- 
ing her anguish, " Thou hast heard the doom 
which thy master has passed upon thee. What 
sayst thou ? dost thou deserve it V* 

She was able to utter, but with extreme difficul- 
ty, and gasping feebly for breath — ''I shall not 
complain, my lord." 

" For thou art guilty r 

« For I am guilty !" 

** And by the beard of my father's father, thou 
shalt suffer for this folly ! Giafar, thou hast spoken 
a just and true sentence. It shall not fail of exe- 
cution. See thyself to it. Ere morning, tell me, 
and with truth, that yon culprit has ceased to 
Uve r 

" It shall not need, my lord," exclaimed the ha- 
kim, pointing, as he spoke, to Khatoun. Her face 
was overshadowed as with the gloom of death, her 
eyes closed ; her features, agitated for an instant 
by an expression of extreme agony, became fixed 
and motionless, and she fell forward lifeless upon 
the floor. 

** Be thyself, my lord — all is over ! Remember 
thy wife," whispered Gabriel to the prince, as he 
started forward to raise the fallen Khatoun. But 
these words had no power to restrain him. He 
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was unmindful of the presence of his watchful mas- 
ter, he saw no object, he thought of nothing but 
the stricken and prostrate slave who had sacrificed 
her life and fair fame for his safety. He rushed 
forward, exclaiming, ** I have slain her ! — my pre- 
server ! my deliverer I" and stooping, he lifted her 
face from the earth, and supported her in his arms. 
Gabriel followed him, his gravity somewhat dis- 
turbed by an occurrence so unexpected, saying 
quickly, **Give place, my lord. Thou art little 
skilled in such matters." 

" It shall not be. I deserted her while living — 
in death, at least, I will support her." 

** Thou art mad !" whispered the hakim, as he 
stooped to relieve the prince from his senseless 
burden. " I have a life, my lord, which I have per- 
illed freely for thee. If thou carest not for thine 
own safety, at least, bethink thyself of mine." 

Fortunately for the hakim, the calif had not no- 
ticed his agitation, or his secret whispering to the 
prince, his attention was at the moment directed to 
the falling slave. But when he saw the prince rush 
forward, when he listened to the words which 
came so unguardedly from his lips, his countenance 
darkened, and he exclaimed, angrily, '^Giafar, what 
meanest thou 1 resign the slave to the care of the 
hakim. Waste not thy grief upon the dead. The 
living may yet need all thy sympathy." 

These words aroused the prince, who had been 
already in part recalled to himself by the words of 
Gabriel, and placing the drooping form of Khatoun 
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in the arms of the physician, he arose, standing 
mute before the angry frown of his master. " How 
is this, Giafar ?" said the calif, eying him sternly. 
"What means thine emotion? — and thy words? 
Explain them quickly, as thou valuest thy life. 
Thou needst not kneel. Stand erect, and speak to 
me, while mine eyes are upon thy face.'* 

" I will not deny, my lord,"^ replied the prince, 
with unblenching firmness, " that I deeply regret the 
fate of this unhappy slave. She was once the fa- 
vourite of my harem. She was once innocent and 
pure ; then, no one was more faithful or more kind 
than she. Influenced by some strange jealousy, she 
has erred, it is true, from her duty; yet 1 remem- 
ber what she once was. I remember, too, the pun- 
ishment which she has endured, the severe impris- 
onment which has wasted her as thou seest, and in- 
flicted upon her bosom sufiering worse than death. 
I think of these, my lord, and wish this blow had 
been spared her." 

•** But thou grievest for a traitress, Giafar ! Why 
call her thy preserver ? what has she done to merit 
such a name ?" 

"And is she not, my lord?'' exclaimed the 
prince, with unaffected warmth — ^**has she not 
saved me from thine anger? When I first ob- 
tained evidence of her guilt, in the violence of pas- 
sion, I had wellnigh punished her with death ; but 
the prayers of the princess prevailed with me, and 
I consigned her to imprisonment. I little thought 
that the time would so soon come,when I should owe 
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my own safety to the presence and confession of 
that slave. I trembled when I entered her solitude 
to-day, to advise her of this interview. She was 
borne down by sorrow ; and I feared, lest from a 
feeling of hatred and revenge, she might deny her 
falsehood, and place in peril the life of him who had 
been the author of her imprisonment. But thou 
hast seen, my lord, how different has been her tem- 
per. Thou hast seen with what fidelity she has 
given, as it were, her life for mine. Her constancy 
in this has redeemed her errors, and I cannot but 
grieve for her sad death." 

The calif answered not. He continued for some 
moments looking upon the prince, steadily, but 
with a vacant gaze, as though musing upon the 
sincerity of his reply. Gabriel, in the mean time, 
had been engaged in attending upon the lifeless 
Khatoun. Anxiety for his btvn safety at first in- 
terfered with this duty, and he could not avoid lend- 
ing his ear to the words of the prince as he ac- 
counted for his emotion to the suspicious calif. 
As he listened to his exculpation, his self-posses- 
sion returned, and he busied himself, with his ac- 
customed thoughtfulness and alacrity, to ascertain 
the state of the senseless form which he supported. 
He examined attentively her pulse, but it replied 
not to his careful touch. He placed upon her half- 
closed lips a glossy curl, which had escaped from 
beneath her head dress, but no breath stirred the 
light ringlet. He listened for the beatings of her 



142 6IAFAR AL BARMEKI. 

heart, but all seemed still. The old man ominously 
shook his head. 

*'Is the slave still alive?" inquired the calif, 
speaking for the first time since Giafar's reply to 
him. 

"1 fear not, my lord,** answered the hakim. 
"Life seems to have departed. It were well if she 
were taken from hence.*' 

** Let it be so," said the calif. 

" Whither shall she be removed, my lord ?" in- 
quired the prince. 

" It matters not. To thine own palace, if thou 
wilt Let Gabriel see to her.'* 

** It shall be done, my lord." 

*'And listen, hakim," said the calif, recalling 
him — " if thou canst recover her with thine art, a 
purse of gold shall be thine. Look to it Fidelity 
is a rare virtue in these our days." 

They placed the lifeless form of the young girl 
in a litter, and she was borne to the prince's pal- 
ace. Gabriel followed hastily, to lend his skill and 
care in restoring her, while Giafar pursued slowly 
his sad and solitary way towards his abode* 
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CHAPTER XI. 

We watch'd her breathing through the night. 

Her breathing soft and low. 
As o'er her heart the waves of life 

Came heaving to and fro. 

Our very hopes belied our fears, 

Oar fears our hopes belied ; 
We thought her dying when she slept, 

And sleeping when she died. 

Song. 

toRNE down by grief and self-reproach, Giafar 
irned to his home. Life seemed a burden too 
vy to endure, when laden with such horrors 
had crowded thickly within the compass of a 
\ Art and precaution had preserved his own 
p it is true, but had destroyed a lovely and inno- 
t being; one whose devotion had interposed 
ween himself and his master's displeasure, and 
[ saved him from imminent peril. His own 
}ty was of light moment to him. The sting 
t pressed most deeply into his soul, was the 
ught of that ruin which he seemed destined to 
ck down upon the heads of all who interested 
mselves in his safety. One true heart had 
ken, rent asunder by his own harsh and selfish 
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counsel, and others might follow ; how soon, Allah 
alone could tell. 

Upon arriving at his own abode, he found Kha- 
toun still lying as one dead, and the princess, who 
was aware of her innocence and fidelity, watching 
anxiously near her. He bent over her fragile and 
emaciated form, and gazed with anguish upon her 
senseless features. He had often seen them beam- 
ing with hope and joy, when a smile, a word from 
him, would inspire her with double life. But now 
those features were motionless. Now, epithets 
the most endearing could not move her, could not 
crimson her cheek, or alarm, with the soft terrors 
of love, her once timid and palpitating bosom. 
What loveliness had that deep insensibility bound 
up in its stern embrace. But love could not awake 
it, no ! nor remorse nor hope. 

She lay pale and motionless. No breathing 
that was perceptible moved her bosom, or passed 
from her bloodless lips. Her small, white, and 
almost transparent hands, were cold — they re- 
sponded not to the soft pressure with which they 
were clasped by that sad pair who were so mourn- 
fully tending her. Her features still preserved 
that rigidity of expression which had fallen upon 
them when she sank, in the calif's presence, under 
the ruthless sentence which he had passed upon 
her. Her eyes were closed, and an expression of 
ghastliness had settled about her mouth that was 
painful to behold. She looked not as the clay 
should look when the soul has departed in glad- 
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ness, when the sweetness of the tenant spirit still 
lingers about its deserted mansion, telling us that 
its last interchange with the body, its moment of 
farewell, was one of pleasure, or at least of peace. 
Her face wore not that mild and quiet calmness 
which is so looked for by the eyes of grieving 
friends, and which so cheers the desolation of their 
hearts. Giafar marked this, and the thought fear- 
fully augmented his anguish. 

They watched her long. All the care of the 
hakim had been bestowed upon her, until he had 
relinquished his efforts in despair. Yet still they 
hung oyer her, stationed mute and motionless on 
either side of her low couch, waiting for some 
sign of slow-returning life. Midnight had come 
and gone, and their hopes were dwindling to a 
feeble spark within their bosoms, when the silence 
of the chamber was broken by a soft, yet deep and 
kuig-drawn sigh. Again all was silent. They 
waited in breathless expectation, gazing in hope 
upon h^. In a few moments the same low sound 
was again heard. It seemed like the sad murmur 
of some hovering spirit echoed through the apart* 
ment. Giafar took the silver lamp, that burned 
dimly, and cast its flickering light upon her fea* 
tures. No life was seen there — ^no motion. Still 
they bend over her ; a feeble heaving of the bosom 
is soon seen — their eyes are fastened on her — and 
again a sigh comes faintly from her lips. Giafar 
tightened the slight pressure in which he detained 
her hand, and the princess placed to her lips a 
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handkerchief moistened in some aromatic liquid. 
Aroused by this, her eyes unclosed feebly for a 
moment, but, without a sign of recognition, they 
again quickly closed. 

Now followed a deep sleep. During this while, 
Giafar and Abassa spoke not save by signs. They 
looked with smiling encouragement on each other, 
as though they had no wish beyond the recovery 
of the stricken Khatoun, as though they had no 
griefs of their own, no dangers, and no fears. 
Notwithstanding, however, these signs of return- 
ing life, the hands of the young slave regained not 
their warmth, and her delicate feet, which the 
care of the princess had wrapped in the softest 
fiirs, were still cold as marble. 

A long hour passed by, when, sighing as before, 
her drooping lids were heavily lifted, and she 
awoke slowly from her slumber. Her attention 
was first directed towards the hand which the 
princess held, by the warm pressure with which 
Abassa clasped it. Seeing it enclosed within an- 
other, she raised her eyes faintly, as though look- 
ing for the owner of that kind hand which so care- 
fully embraced her own, until they rested upon 
the beautiful yet dimmed features that were bend- 
ing so compassionately over her. She gazed in 
wonder, until, being sensible of the presence of 
some one on the opposite side of the couch, she 
turned her head upon the pillow, when her eyes 
encountered the prince. She started, as memory 
returned, bringing in its train the scenes in which 
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she had enacted her sad and fearful part ; then, 
with a smile of peculiar sweetness that lighted up 
her face almost to brilliancy, she bent an earnest 
glance upon the princess. She attempted to press 
her hand to her lips, but had not strength sufficient, 
and would have spoken, but the words were mux* 
mured inaudibly. 

" Rest thee, Khatoun," said the prince. 

'* Rest thee, my sweet girl," said Abassa, in kind 
tones. " Speak not, but sleep." 

She again closed her eyes for a few moments, 
and then said, in a low voice, 

" This is most kind — to die thus.** 

** Do not say this, Khatoun," said the princess. 
"We have been weeping over thee as over one 
entombed, but Chou art returned to life and happi- 
ness." 

The young girl shook her head faintly, and 
replied, 

" I have no wish for life. To one who has felt 
the woes that have of late disturbed my peace, 
death, and to die thus, were blessedness." 

** But sleep, Khatoun," said Giafar. " Thou art 
weak ; to speak, even, may sever that thread of 
life which we thought had parted. Sleep, sleep, 
and talk when thou awakest." 

" The time is short, Giafar," she replied. " I 
shall sleep sweetly soon, and full long. Remem- 
ber the words" — she paused a moment for lack of 
strength — "the words you spoke to me. They 
are fast fulfilling. And were it not better — better 
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to die thus" — she here looked alternately at those 
two who were weeping over her — ** with these 
tears dropping upon my unworthy brow — than 
by the sword^the axe, or some hideous instrument 
of death ? The stern sentence of the calif — heard 
you it not? — how fearfully it sounded! — I shall 
escape it." 

Gasping for breath, she would have continued, 
but Giafar interrupted her. 

" Fear not that fate, Khatoun. The calif has 
relented from his purpose, and will be well pleased 
to hear that thou art restored to life. Be calm — 
preserve thy hope — all shall go well. Thy fame 
shall be restored. These lips shall disavow that 
story of thy dishonour." 

•' Listen to me, my lord," exclaimed the young 
girl, with more strength than she had hitherto 
evinced. " I know the grief you feel to see me 
thus — 'tis written in lines of agony upon your 
fyce. But think you it was yon fearful scene that 
has brought me thus early to my grave ? Oh no ! 
Death has long been busy in this bosom. I well 
remember when the blow was struck — but 'tis no 
. matter now. I am destined soon to depart. Think 
not to detain me from the tomb by placing thine 
own life in peril. Shall I die more sweetly to 
think that thou hast done this? No! let me 
breathe my last, fondly hoping that I have saved 
thee from destruction." 

*'Thou hast indeed done this. But imbitter 
not the life which thou hast preserved by sacri- 
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ficing thine own. Be composed — ere an hour is 
past, 1 will bring thee a full pardon from the 
calif.^ 

" 'Twill be in vain. Need I repeat it, my lord T • 
Speak to him, lovely princess ; thy words" — she 
hesitated a moment — " thy words can move him. 
Tell him, with thine own sweet voice, it will be in 
vain. Tell him I am dying. Is it not so ? That 
hand, is it not cold ? This voice, is it not grow- 
ing fainter? Tell him this — tell him to live for — 
thee." 

" 1 cannot," exclaimed Abassa, pouring a flood 
of tears upon the face of the dying girl. " I can- 
not dream of happiness unless thou mayst live to 
share it." 

** Think not of me,'' was the reply ; " I am eager 
to depart. I shall find a home in paradise. I am 
wearied with grief — there I shall be at peace. I 
am weak — there I shall find strength. My life 
has been a sad sojourn ; fear has been my constant 
companion on the way, but I shall be * secure at my 
journey's end.' I have erred often, but I am peni- 
tent. Thank Heaven, I yet live to ask pardon 
for that falsehood. It was upon my lips even as 
I fell — and what a falsehood I I had no time for 
prayer — no word — not one, for mercy. But I am 
yet here," she continued, after a slight pause, her 
voice scarcely sounding above a whisper, and hqr 
eyes turned steadfastly to heaven — " and will not 
Allah forgive his servatit ? I remember what I 
have professed during my life — that God is God 
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alone, that he has no partner in his glory, and that 
Mohammed is his prophet." 

Her strength had by this time become nearly 
.exhausted, partly from the exertion which she had 
made in speaking, but more from the fast approach 
of death. She was unable to converse, except in 
broken and almost inaudible sentences, and sensi- 
ble that her efforts for this purpose were in vain, 
she remained silent, save for the low muttering of 
her devotions, awaiting the coming of that mes- 
senger whose summons she so longed to hear — of 
death, of the deliverer, him who should rescue her 
for ever from her woes. Giafar and Abassa stand 
beside her couch, each holding a hand which they 
feel growing every moment less sensible to their 
clasp, and more rigid and unyielding in the stern 
embrace of death. 

" I have brought this fate upon thee, my faithful 
and hapless one," exclaimed the prince in deep 
anguish. *' Speak once again, and tell me that I 
am forgiven." The grief of a woman could not 
be more apparent and more uncontrollable than 
that which overcame the firmness of Giafar. It 
was displayed in a deep groan that burst suddenly 
from his bosom, and in the tears that were wetting 
his hands with which he strove to conceal such 
weakness. The emotion of the princess was in 
like manner extreme. Khatoun strove in vain to 
reply, but to Giafar's reiterated entreaty for for- 
giveness, she answered with a sweet smile, one 
which could not be mistaken. He felt that he was 
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fiilly and freely pardoned. The dying girl endeav- 
oured to draw his hand to her lips, but finding 
herself too weak, she loosed the one which was 
detained in the gentle clasp of Abassa, and tried 
with the united strength of both to effect her pur- 
pose. £re she did this she cast an entreating 
glance upon the princess, as though asking for 
permission and pardon for that last caress. Abas- 
sa's face was in an instant drooping over her, the 
tears falling in a shower from her eyes, and she 
exclaimed, *^ Ask me not. Thou hast saved his 
life and mine own, and thou deservest him more 
than I." A smile fleeting as the hues of the fleet- 
ing rainbow shone upon her features, and she feebly 
pressed their united hands with a kiss, for Abassa 
had assisted in her weak attempt to raise that of 
the prince to her lips ; but she soon removed them, 
for they interrupted that breathing which was be- 
coming every moment more laborious and impeded, 
and again her eyes faintly closed. 

They watched that dying slave — that lone girl-— 
and wept as for a sister o'er her sad and early fate. 
But they cannot keep her back — they cannot de- 
tain her from the bright path which is opening be- 
fore her. She does not mind them now. Her 
soul trembles upon her quickly moving lips, and is 
just departing. She heeds not the pressure of 
those dear hands — she feels not the tears that are 
dropping warm upon her icy brow — she cannot 
hear the words of grief and bitter sorrow that are 
murmured near her. She hears no voice but one 
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— the voice of that stern spirit, as he calls upon 
her soul — and quickly it obeys. Though leaving 
a bosom that heaves with hurrying throes, though 
parting from lips panting and gasping for the faint- 
est breath, yet in a moment it is away, and all is 
marble, or as motionless. One convulsive shud- 
der as the tyrant enters his domain, and the sad, 
the lone, the beautiful, is for ever still. 

When death had set his signet upon her fea- 
tures, with that stern fixedness and pallor, of which 
there is no counterfeit, after gazing for a moment 
upon the sweet smile that still lingered about her 
lips, they left the couch, and retired still to weep. 
Far from her home, that gentle being had come to 
find love, a changing lover, and a grave. Even 
for him who had deserted her she had died ; re- 
paying neglect with truth, forgetfulness with unal- 
terable fidelity. She was too gentle to bear the 
blighting frost which had destroyed the young 
blossom of her hopes. She had borne sorrow 
until its very malice had befriended her ; and her 
spirit, wearied with griefs, has passed where they 
cannot follow. 

Gathered in early spring, this sweet wild flower 
from the sunny vale of Khorasan, had bloomed for 
a short summer amid the gay gardens of Bagdad ; 
but rude winds laid it soon low, and it now fades 
beneath the green cypress upon the banks of the 
Tigris. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Terily we sent down the Koran in the nijj[ht AI Kadr. And 
what shall make thee understand how excellent is that night T 
The night Al Kadr is better than a thousand months. Therein 
do the angels descend, and the spirit Gabriel, by the pflermission 
of their Lord, with his decrees concerning every matter. It is 
peace until the rising of the mom. — Koran, 

There is a holy night in the Moslem's year. 
The ** night of excellence" it is called. Upon this 
night ''many wonders, secret and invisible, are 
performed. All inanimate things adore God ; the 
waters of the sea lose their saltness, and become 
fresh and sweet, in these mysterious moments." 
This is the hour for devotion. This is the hour for 
praise. Upon this night are the Divine decrees for 
the ensuing year brought down from the highest 
heavens, and given to the charge of angels to exe- 
cute. This is the hour for prayer ; ere the scroll 
is written, ere the decree has gone forth. Let the 
sinner, though his crimes were numberless, then 
turn in supplication to the Most High, and it were 
worth heaven to him. Prayer upon this night is 
better than the prayers of a thousand months. Yet 
it hath not pleased the all- wise Allah to reveal the 
time of this night to mortals ; no saint nor prophet 
hath declared it Watch, therefore, and pray con- 
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tinually, lest it escape. ''Since you know not/' 
says the Koran, ** the time of this night, so act that 
each night may hold you the place of this." 

When all the world is sleeping and at rest, Abas- 
sa watches, weeps, and prays. Many a lone hour 
she passes in supplication to Heaven, that her sor- 
rows maybe removed away. In the silence of the 
night many a tear falls from her eyes to earth, and 
many a sigh is wafted as grateful incense to that 
land from whence only she can look for relief. No 
one on earth can aid her now. Whither, then, 
should the trembler turn? To Heaven. Alas! 
that we so long delay our approach to that sure 
fortress ; that we should wait till sorrows or dan- 
gers gather around us, and drive us to its shelter ; 
and then how are our hopes deadened, our confi- 
dence destroyed, by the thought that it is our need, 
and not our will, that urges us. Though her own 
griefs press sorely upon her spirits, yet she forgets 
not the departed Khatoun. She often mingles 
with her devotions a prayer for her peace, and 
weeps too, as she remembers her constancy and 
truth. 

Is prayer of none effect? Is Heaven pitiless? 
or has mercy, that sits above, bending for ever from 
the clouds, retired deep into yon blue abyss, wea- 
ried with her gentle office ? Spring comes ; yet 
with it comes not peace. The crisis of her fate 
draws nigh. Months of misery have saddened and 
thinned her face ; feeble and trembling, she looks 
not for relief, but in calm despair awaits that hour 



6IAFAR AL BARMEKI. 156 

which should bring the mother joy and a new love, 
but from which she expects naught but grief and 
danger. She *has not failed to leave Bagdad, to 
court the pure air that wanders unconfined through 
those pleasant gardens upon the Tigris ; she visits 
often the good old Ibrahim, and in his bosom re- 
poses her sorrows. Yet all these avail not. Paler 
and paler becomes her cheek, deeper and deeper 
her gloom ; her danger nearer, her hope more dis- 
tant 

Giafar is with her, sad and comfortless. His 
courage and endurance had been tried to the utter- 
most, and had yielded at one time to the severe 
pressure of danger and horror that had descended 
upon him, as the staunch bark bends to the sweep- 
ing winds, and stoops into the deep, labouring and 
o'erpressed by the thick-coming waters. Yet, as 
that bark emerges from the waves, and dashes again 
undaunted through the deep, so rose from their pros- 
tration the fortitude and firmness of the prince, im- 
paired in nowise by the trials which had, for a 
time, endangered them. In addition to this, how- 
ever, he had passed through the furnace of afflic- 
tion, and sorrow had done that which terror had 
not been able to accomplish. It had permanently 
depressed his spirit ; it had clouded his face with 
gloom, and rendered him, for a long time, deaf to all 
consolation, even though whispered by the dear 
voice of his wife, and insensible to all pleasure, 
though shared and sweetened by her presence. 
The fate of the gentle and hapless Khatoun had 
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laved his soul with the waters of grief, and had 
torn away its best defences, and now, remorse and 
self-reproach were rolling in upon his untrenched 
bosom. 

The death of that soft being who had so loved 
him, and so suffered for him, filled his soul with 
regret. He remembered the love which he had 
so lightly given her, but which she had treas- 
ured up like gold refined, and though custom 
authorized, and religion sanctioned all his actions, 
yet the evil was too plain ; it had, as it were, be- 
come palpable by her sufferings. He remenobered 
the sacrifice which she had made for him ; he called 
to mind her last hours, when even Heaven was 
almost forgotten, and her thoughts seemed bound 
up in him, and in his safety. Memory was a fiend 
to torture him. He had endured worse than death, 
and, save for his duty to others, would long ere this 
have given up his life into his master's hands. 

He prostrates himself in prayer often for the 
happiness and safety of his sorrowing wife, and 
often for the peace of the departed Kbatoun. He 
scatters alms with prodigal hand, and begs the 
prayers of schcick and imam. They bless his 
piety, and pray for the sweet dead. He reared no 
marble over her tomb. He paid no outward testi- 
monies of sorrow ; but he has written out, as he 
had promised, a fair epitaph ; the story of her in- 
nocence and truth, that in afler times the world mav 
know of her fidelity, and weep over her unhappy 
fate. 

Summer comes. The hour is past. From the 
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Strict seclusion of her chamber, the princess come' 
forth changed. Her eye again smiles, again she 
seems almost happy. Can it be? Have, her 
prayers been heard ? Is Heaven propitious T Has 
she found the night AI Kadr? Of great power is 
prayer. The angels stoop to listen, and with per- 
mission of their master, bring down the wished-for 
blessing. Of great power is prayer. It opens the 
gates of paradise. It brings peace from its high 
mansion to dwell in the hearts of the unfortunate*' 
It strengthens, it sooths, it blesses* Moumer^be 
glad — murmurer, be still I There is a heaven re* 
plete with joys and blessings; there is a hand 
which from that high storehouse scatters Ihem 
abundantly upon this earth. If they descend not 
at once upon your heads, be patient, be resigned. 
Even in the darkest hour, when hope seems far- 
thest distant, light and relief may be most nigh. 

During this time the calif had clothed himself in 
kindness. The bold demeanour and readiness of 
Giafar had shaken his master's belief of his diso- 
bedience; and the report of the hakim, and the tes- 
timony of Khatoun, sufficed to remove all jealousy 
from his mind. If any cloud of distrust darkened 
upon him, it was when he thought of the agitation 
which the prince exhibited during the confession 
of thatitunfortunate girl, and the anxiety which he 
manifested for her fate. But with the moment 
vanished the anger and suspicion, and his mind, 
welcomed with delight the return of past, yet not 

VOL. II.- 
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forgotten pleasures. The importunity of the phy* 
sician Gabriel for the health of the princess bis 
daughter had prevailed with the Commander of 
the Faithful, and he had given Giafar permission 
to retire with his wife from the crowded city to 
the seclusion of his summer gardens* He often 
heard tidings of her welfare ; that she was still 
weighed down by sickness and gloom ; yet when 
the summer came he visited her retirement^ and 
found her freed in great part from that depression 
which had so long overshadowed her peace* She 
still wore the marks of sorrow upon her counte- 
nance, but they were fast vanishing. Her cheek 
was regaining its colour, her eye its brightness^ 
and her sweet face its smiles. Well pleased was 
Haroun to behold this change. If a lingering fear 
yet hovered over him, it did not influence his de* 
meanour, nor his feelings towards his children. 
The malice of fortune seemed, at last, exhausted, 
and, through very inconstancy, she again was 
kind. 

At length the calif, for the seventh time, turned 
his face towards the holy city. His motive for 
the pilgrimage was not religion alone, though its 
duties were always pleasing to the monarch. It 
was his purpose to leave the succession to his 
three sons conjointly, and to this effect he had 
written his testament. He was desirous that the 
disposition which he had made of his kingdom 
should be known during his lifetime ; and to ren- 
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der it doubly sacred in the eyes of his subjects, he 
wished it published to the world under peculiar 
religious ceremonies. It was his intention to 
affix, with great solemnity, his testament to the 
wall of the sacred temple at Mecca, that pilgrims 
from all parts of Islam might there peruse it, and 
learn to hold it in reverence, as the will of the 
high priest of their faith ; and that under circum- 
stances well adapted to inspire them with venera- 
tion for their religion, and for him who stood in 
the place of its Blessed Author. His wish to do 
this was not the less, when he thought that the 
relation in which the prince stood to his family 
might one day give to the world a pretender to 
his crown, either in the person of Giafar himself, 
or of his offspring. He himself might soon be laid 
in the dust ; and even if the prince had hitherto 
been obedient to his commands, yet when his own 
strong hand wielded not the sceptre, the tempta- 
tion of a crown, superadded to that of love, might 
prove too powerful for his allegiance. 

Sumptuous and splendid beyond the memory of 
former times, was this pilgrimage of Haroun al 
Raschid to the holy city.^ Troops of attendants, 
richly dressed, armed slaves on foot, mounted 
guards, composed an endless cavalcade; and a 
numerous band of grave imams, and doctors of 
the law, dignified the procession with their pres- 
ence. Soft carpets were spread out over the waste 
of sand, upon which walked the calif and his sons. 
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surrounded by the principal officers of his house- 
hold. Tempting fruits, refreshing drinks, and 
delicacies of every description, awaited the pil- 
grims at various stations on the road ; and the 
rude Arab wondered to see the gorgeousness 
and splendour of cities strewn across the desert. 
Snow from the mountains cooled their sherbets 
and viands ; and camels laden with it abundantly, 
bore that hitherto unknown luxury to the aston- 
ished inhabitants of Mecca« Pride and self-com- 
placency mingled with piety in the monarch's 
bosom, as he thought upon his power, his pomp, 
and sacred duty, and journeying in all ease and 
safety, he slowly approached the holy city. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Claip me a little longer on the brink 

Of fate ! while I can feel thy dear caress ; 

And. when this heart has ceased to beat, oh ! think. 

And let it mitigate thy wo's excess, 

That thoa hast been to me all tenderness, 

And friend to more than human friendship just. 

Oh ! by that retrospect of happiness, 

And by the hopes of an immortal trust, 

God shall assuage thy pangs when I am laid in dust. 

Oerirude of Wywrn^ 



I 



Our readers must once more glance at the sum- 
mer gardens of Prince Giafar. With the season 
had returned their loveliness. The river rolled by 
with its wonted celerity. The rose and henna 
were still denizens of that dear spot. Nature's 
melody was again heard, cheering those whose 
bosoms were untenanted by sorrow, but falling like 
bitter mockery upon the hearts of the careworn. 
There was the delightful kiosk — the zephyrs were 
breathing their sighs through the faintly resisting 
latticework, causing it to tremble as they entered. 
Within, enjoying their freshness and their music, 
was seated, as in times past, the Princess Abassa. 

The flight of two years, and the anxieties which 
had crowded themselves into that eventful period, 
had somewhat changed her — had thrown, as it 

o 2 
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were, a veil over the radiance of her charms, but 
had left them more soft and touching. A light 
shade of crimson tinged her cheek, her forehead 
was pale, but still intellectual and noble in its out- 
line, and her eye had a melancholy sadness in its 
expression, and was somewhat sunken within its 
orbit. Her dark hair had lost nothing of its luxu- 
riance, but still fell in profusion down her neck, cov- 
ering her shoulders. Care, not crime, had Stamped 
its lineaments upon her lovely face, and his less 
ruthless hand, though it had dimmed the brilliancy of 
her beauty, had not dared to profane its sweetness. 
Giafar was reclining near her feet To look 
upon his calm, unruffled brow, one would not deem 
him a partaker in those griefs which had left their 
impress upon her features. If anything was visible 
in his countenance beyond firmness and reflection, 
it was a shade of anxious, sad tenderness, with 
which he gazed upon his wife. His own sorrows 
seemed not to have affected or altered him — yet 
they were the same with hers; the same were 
their fears, too, and the same their danger. Pft- 
rents — ^they wept an infant separated from them 
since the first moment of its being. Lovers — they 
feared lest the discovery of its existence might 
lead to their mutual destruction. The ruin which 
they had so narrowly escaped had been averted by 
the firmness and fidelity of the hakim Gabriel. By 
his counsel, the princess, ere the winter had passed, 
had left the city, to seek, in the retirement of her 
husband's villa, the health which she had lost 
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Sreat prudence, seconded by extreme good for- 
Lune, accomplished all their wishes, and the heavens 
seemed once again to smile upon them. Yet still 
they were free neither from anxiety nor danger. 
Their infont child had been sent to Mecca under 
the care of a faithful slave, there to be secretly 
reared. It was by no means improbable, there* 
fore, that the calif, during his sojourn there, might 
be informed of its existence. Yet this state of sus- 
pense was one of comparative enjoyment. Despair 
had been hitherto their dwelling-place, and to pass 
even' a step beyond its borders was somethii^. 
Yet this could not long endure. The return of 
the calif was near at hand, and their uncertainty 
must soon terminate in security and happiness, 
or in the fulfilment of their most dreadful antici- 
pations. 

** How slowly creep the hours r said the prin- 
iCess. " Will he not soon return 1** 

** Weeks must yet elapse ere we shall see him,'* 
replied the prince. ^ The duties of religion still 
detain him near the holy shrine. Allah grant that 
Ihey may sink into his heart and soften it I May 
he return kind and forgiving !" 

^You look upon his coming with great dread, 
Giafar," said the princess, '^ since you utter so 
earnestly that prayer." 

'*I will not deny it. Dark forebodings have 
]>een haunting my mind of late, which I am unable, 
even in thy presence, to shake off. It may be that 
I am so used to tremble that I start at a shadow. 
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He whose vessel is returning richly laden, fears 
the smallest cloud lest it should bring a tempest 
We have so much to lose that I cannot but dread 
even the most remote chance of danger." 

** Have we not," replied the princess, •* escaped 
those which have threatened us ten fold more than 
this present? why, then, should we distrust the 
goodness of Allah which has hitherto preserved us? 
For myself, I await with impatience the return of 
my father. We shall then hear of our dear, our 
absent child, or we shall at least know if its exist- 
ence is still a secret. Its fate is bound up in ours. 
Alas !" exclaimed the disconsolate mother, ** what 
rude hands may be now tending it — but no danger 
can come near it — can there ? — my father even in 
his anger would not harm it — ^would he, Giafar?" 

The prince hesitated to answer the torturing 
question. ** Fear it not,** he replied — "tyrants alone 
trample upon the unoffending, and AI Raschid, 
methinks, would spare the helpless and innocent." 

*' What grief, what ill fortune to lose it thus P' 
said the princess ; " to be deprived of the dear pleas- 
ure of supplying its wants, hushing its cries, and 
watching its smiles. It seems as if Heaven sent 
us its blessings only that we should know their 
value and then lose them. My child is taken from 
me — if I should be deprived of thee — ^* 

" Grieve not, light of mine eyes I" interrupted 
the prince ; " Allah will watch over its welfare — 
all its wants will be well supplied by the faithful 
hands in which we have deposited it ; and I well 
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hope that the day is not far distant, when it will 
be restored to thine arms in safety. But weep not 
—tears are sad omens !" He was interrupted by 
a slight tap at the door of the apartment, and a 
slave entered and placed in his hands a letter. 
The prince glanced at the seal and turned pale. 
" How ! the Commander of the Faithful returned !** 
he exclaimed — '* who brought this missive ?" 

•* A horseman, my lord." 

*• Has he gone ?" inquired the prince. 

^ He departed without drawing his foot from the 
stirrup," replied the slave. 

^ Said he nothing ?" 

** Nothing, my lord." 

Giafar waved his hand, and the slave retired. 
Abassa, who had watched his countenance, and 
taw that he trembled as he opened the sealed 
epistle, listened with terrible agitation as he read 
the following lines : — 

*' Haroun al Raschid, to his trusty servant Qiafar^ 

greeting : 

'^ I am now at Anbar. Before I enter Bagdad 
I would advise with thee respecting an affair of 
weight Mount thy horse, and spare not the spur 
until thou art here. Farewell !" 

*' Allah be praised I my fears were awake too 
soon," excUimed the princess, her face brightening 
as she listened. ''"lis well — ^is it not? — speak, 
Giafar! — ^why dost thou not answer me?-^why 
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dost thou look SO anxiously ? These are not words 
of anger — kindness and love breathe throughout 
these lines — smile! — why dost thou not smile? 
Is it so ?" she exclaimed, in a piercing tone, catch- 
ing terror from his looks. •* Are we lost V 

^* Life of my soul !" said Giafar, clasping her to 
his bosom, *' be not thus shaken — the bufietings and 
storms of fortune have loosened the firm fabric of 
thy mind, or thou wouldst not from these lines 
gather such fears." 

" 'Twas from thee, *twas in thy face that I read 
them," she replied, encouraged by his words. 

^< 1 was moved more, then, than I thought I my- 
self have lost that constancy, that steadiness of 
0oul, of which I was once too proud." 

*' Wonder not, then,'' replied Abassa, ** that I, a 
woman, should sometimes quail, even at imaginary 
danger. Oh, Giafar ! I live in thee — on thee I de- 
pend for fortitude, for firmness. See 1 — I am calm 
again — thy words have reassured me." 

'' Mistake me not, Abassa. I would not have 
thy bosom give entrance to ill-founded hopes or 
needless fears ; the one would uselessly torture, the 
other bitterly deceive thee. These lines are fair 
and flattering. I cannot read destruction in them ; 
but experience has ill served me^ if I should take 
them as they seem. 'Tia true, it matters not. My 
duty leads me to my master, though it were to 
leave my head at his feet. Yet, I would fain know 
if I am to return to thee again, or if I must part 
from thee now for ever. Let me read this scroll 
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once more* There is a strange coldness in these 
lines ; I cannot recognise my master in them : yet 
there is no anger here. But why await me at 
Anbar 7 All is inexplicable I And then— his sud- 
den return. How strange I By Allah I he must 
have crossed the desert with the speed of light- 
ning. For what ? — why such haste 7 One cause 
I can imagine, and but one. There is no open re- 
volt, no secret plotting, no foreign incursion— no, 
nothing of these can have led to his return. Hea- 
ven protect us if my fears are true ! Stay ! — let 
me consult my horoscope. It may be that the 
stars will vouchsafe some token by which I may 
explain this mystery.'* 

He then took his astrolabe, and placing the 
ephemerides before him, was about to cast his 
horoscope, when suddenly — "HarkP was the 
exclamation of both. A clear voice came from 
the river, singing the following verses in Arabic : 
<' He governs himself by the stars, and thinks not 
that Allah is the ruler of the stars, and that his 
will must infallibly be accomplished.'* Every syl- 
lable fell distinctly on their ears. 

** How ominous are those words P' said Giafar, 
letting the astrolabe drop from his hands. He 
threw open the lattice and looked out upon the 
Tigris. A single boat was floating down the 
stream, while its pilot was lightening his labour 
by song. The words which he had chosen were 
strangely applicable to the condition of the prince, 
and impressed upon his mind a gloom of which he 
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was unable to divest himself. *' 'Tis so,*' he said, 
^ 'tis so 1 — the will of Heaven be done I" and then 
added, in the words of an Eastern proverb, ^ * When 
the hour of destiny is come, the prey runs to the 
feet of the huntsman.' Farewell, my own life !— 
farewell ! I will take leave of thee as though it 
were the last. Be firm — be resolute. AU is not 
lost W^e may again meet — again we may be 
happy. But if Allah has so ordered it that 
thine eyes should no more behold me, thou wilt 
not regret, dearest, that we have taken this last, 
this sad farewell." 

Tears, loud sobs, and, intermingled with them, 
half suppressed screams, testified the grief and 
despair that were rending Almssa's heart, as, in- 
folded in her husband's arms, she received and 
returned those embraces which had been so dear, 
and which might never be hers again. ^ Let me 
charge thee, mine own life, give not thy soul up 
to grief, until thou shalt hear that the worst has 
come upon me; for it may be,'' continued the 
prince, while he vainly attempted a smile, ** it may 
be, that my fears deceive and unman rae." His 
lips dwelt for a moment upon her pale forehead, 
and he proceeded. *« Should it be otherwise, how- 
ever, when thou first hearest that — nay, do not 
tremble thus! — when thou first hearest of my 
death — delay not one moment — fly with this ring 
—it is thy father's fatal gift— fly with it to the 
good hermit. With him thou wilt be safe, and his 
counsel will direct thy future life. Farewell I— 
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despair not — forget me not — still live — thou art a 
mother, and mayst yet regain thy child. Fear 
not that I shall forget thee 1 In paradise I will 
await thy coming ; no bright-eyed houri of them 
all shall tempt me from thee — ^" 

** Stay — stay with me !" exclaimed the princess. 
** If death comes, let it find us together. Sorrow 
will soon kill me ; and is it not better, Giafar, that 
I should die with thee, than linger here a short, 
sad time, and then follow seeking thee, trembling 
and alone ?" 

" Did I know,** replied the prince, ** that the sen- 
tence for my death had gone forth, I would await 
it here ; but thou forgettest we have much to hope, 
if our fears, our grief would let us. I will seek 
tiie calif, and at his feet beg yet to live for thee. 
It may be, even if he has discovered our disobe- 
dience, he may in some part relent from his pur- 
pose. He may not punish us with death. I will 
not, then, increase his anger by slighting his com- 
mands. No, I will go to him. Farewell, once 
more I Mahmoud shall go with me, and bring 
thee instant news of my fate." 

** There is yet a fleeter messenger," said the 
princess — ^''a winged one. The swiftest steed 
would creep to my impatient senses." 

" 'Tis well thought of," replied Giafar. 

The princess left the apartment, and in a mo- 
ment returned with a carrier pigeon fluttering in 
her hands. '^ This will not delay/' she said. " It 
will not wander, Giafar ; I have taken it from its 
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young. Go— go, dear bird, and return quicklyt a 
messenger of joy !" She then enclosed the uncon- 
scious bird in a small coffer, bedewing it with 
tears the while, and gave it to the prince. 

Kiss answers kiss in long and lingering succes- 
sion. Embrace begets embrace even until nature's 
power to grieve is exhausted. They half part, and 
again are fast locked in each other's arms. Their 
tears stream again in a mingled current down their 
closely pressed cheeks, and the loud sobs that rend 
Abassa's breast seem bursting from the bosom of 
the prince. Their souls seem interchanged — ^he 
leaves his own with her when he departs, and 
carries hers to death with him. He has torn him- 
self from her for the last time, and casts not a 
glance behind upon her drooping form, lest it 
should have power to withhold him from his de- 
parture. He rushes hastily from the apartment 
He descends — seeks the slave Mahmoud, and 
places in his hands the coffer containing the fleet 
messenger of the princess, and then they mount 
and away. 

Fast they fly over the plain. The speed at 
which they ride serves to divert the attention of 
the prince from the tumult that is raging within his 
bosom ; and sensible of this, he urges his steed to 
the exertion of his utmost powers. Sf ahmoud fol- 
lows close upon the track of his master. They stop 
for naught, until the sun proclaims to them that the 
hour of prayer has arrived. Having found some 
clear stream where they may perform their abiu- 
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tions, they alight, and repeat the namaz of noon. 
The devotion of many years seems concentrated in 
that short and earnest prayer. This done, they 
delay yet a moment, until they have refreshed their 
panting horses in the running stream, and then they 
mount, and speed upon their road. 

In this way they had ridden until an hour past 
midday, and were within a short distance of An- 
bar, when Giafar perceived a solitary horseman 
speeding towards them. As the distance dimin- 
ished between them, he recognised him. It wa« 
Jasser,a man of stern and sanguinary temper ; and 
well chosen, if for the execution of a tyrant's ven- 
geance. The misgivings which passed through the 
mind of the prince were soon changed into horrid 
certainty, when, upon his near approach, the oflS- 
cer showed him the signet ring of the calif, and de- 
manded his sword. Giafar hesitated a moment, 
then loosed his cimeter from his girdle, and re- 
signed it into the hands of the officer. Jasser then 
abruptly produced an order from the calif for the 
prince's head. Even in that trying moment, the 
firmness of the prince did not forsake him. He 
read the order without emotion; examined the 
well-known writing of his master, and scanned in- 
quisitively the seal which was stamped upon it 
Nothing was wanting — no formality had been omit- 
ted. He was well accustomed to the simplicity of 
Eastern executions, and felt that his fate was 
sealed. " When was this given?" he inquired, 

" This morning." 



172 GIAFAR AL BARMEKI. 

•• Where r 

" At Anbar/' 

" How seemed the Commander of the Faithful? 
Overcome with anger, or did he place this in your 
hands with hesitation, or reluctance ?" 

** Neither, my lord ; but with perfect calmness. 
His words were these, as I bowed low before him, 
to receive his commands : ' Jasser, turn thy horse's 
head towards Bagdad ; upon the road, coming 
hitherward, thou wilt nieet with Giafar al Barmeki 
— ^bring me his head V " 

" What 1 no token of regret, no tremour, no fal- 
tering ?" 

" Mine eyes saw none of these, my lord." 

** And is it thus that he has pronounced a sen- 
tence of death against a well-tried and faithful ser- 
vant ? It suffices. Mahmoud I'* 

The slave drew near, and Giafar, having taken 
from his hands the coffer, knelt upon the sand, and 
traced on a small piece of parchment the simple 
word *• Farewell !" Having taken the affrighted 
bird from its prison, he fastened the folded parch- 
ment under its wing, and then proceeded to bathe 
its parched feet with vinegar in which roses had 
been steeped, that it might not be tempted from its 
homeward flight to settle upon the cool waters 
which lay beneath. *' Stoop not from thy flight," 
he said ; " let no stream lure thee by its freshness, 
lest its waters obliterate what I have written. Her 
tears will wash it soon away. Dost mind me ?" he 
continued. " Bear it swiftly, and safely home — 
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Ihere, where is thy heart and mine ! Go ! 'tis the 
last earthly intercourse between us." 

He has committed the impatient bird to the air, 
uid is watching intently its departure. Quickly it 
speeds away, and as fast come thronging into his 
nind thoughts of his helpless wife — how much he 
should have said to her of consolation, of fortitude, 
>f heaven ! *' Merciful Allah I he has written but 
I single word, and his messenger is a speck, scarce- 
ly visible upon the horizon. '* Back I back 1" shout- 
h1 the wretched man, franticly. The sound of his 
>wn voice recalled him to himself. He turned — 
lie minister of death was at his side, in readiness 
or his dread task. In a moment he composed him- 
self; and placing in the hands of his slave a purse of 
rold, and the jewelled poniard that he wore, he 
(aid, '* Take these, Mahmoud — thou deservest 
hem. Return with speed, and when thou next 
leest the princess, thy mistress, tell her" — his ut- 
lerance was choked for a moment — ** tell her 
liat thiae eyes have beheld me treading upon the 
rerge of the tomb, and that 1 trembled not, my 
roice did not falter, neither did my heart fail me, 
)ut when I thought of her. From me tell her to 
}e patient and resigned. If death should visit her, 
)id her fear not. Say — remember well, Mah- 
noud! — say — except this brief taper be extin- 
guished, the morning will not dawn. Those words, 
rethinks, will sound sweetly to her ears. Go I" 

Giafar then turned to prepare himself for death. 
3e repeated aloud the confession of his faith — 
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^ There is no God but God, and Mohammed is the 
prophet of God." This done, he lays aside his 
turban, and gathering his robe about him, bends 
his neck to the stroke of the cimeter. Upon the 
gloom of death which has settled on his counte- 
nance, a light flashes, and instantaneously like 
lightning a thought of hope darts across his mind. 
He lifts his head — the cimeter is uplifted, but the 
blow has not yet fallen. ** Stay, Jasser !" he 
exclaimed, and rises from the earth. ** Stay ! — 
there is yet time, and, it may be, yet a gleam of 
hope for me. Do not wonder that I should cling 
thus to life — I have much to live for. Did you 
receive this order for my death after the prayer of 
the morning V 

** I did, my lord.** 

»* It may be," said the prince, " that the calif was 
heated with wine, or moved by some sudden and 
undue anger, and would regret the execution of 
this sentence against me. Return, and tell him 
that his commands have been obeyed. If he re- 
pent, I shall be still in life ; if not, my head is al- 
ways ready." 

«* It cannot be, my lord," replied the stern oflS- 
cer. " It were trifling with mine own life, thus to 
neglect the commands of the calif. His words 
were plain, and I must not wander from them." 

<* I cannot fly, Jasser. Escape, did I meditate 
it, were impossible ; for who throughout the califs 
wide dominions would shelter or aid an outlaw 
and a traitor ?" 
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** Thou art well esteemed, Prince Giafar. Thy 
'amily is most powerful, and the many discontent- 
ed spirits which are scattered throughout Persia 
nrould readily rally round the standard of rebel- 
lion, when raised by one whose rank and name 
would offer so fair a prospect of success.** 

" These are vain fancies of thine own creating, 
Jasser," 

«* I have spoken as from myself, my lord ; but if 
I err not, the calif harbour^ against you the same 
suspicions." 

•• Can it be ?-- enter such thoughts into my mas- 
ter's bosom ? I have but little hope, then, if I have 
aroused his fears. But let us return together into 
the calif's presence ; there I will lay my head at 
his feet ; and bear well in mind, Jasser, that if the 
Commander of the Faithful should repent him of 
my death, upon thy head will he visit the punish- 
ment of thy precipitation. Stay 1" added the 
prince, seeing him hesitate ; " there is not wanting 
a witness of my request." Giafar was about to 
beckon the slave Mahmoud, who had withdrawn 
a short distance from them, awaiting anxiously the 
fate of his master, but Jasser replied, " It shall not 
need, my lord — thy wish is granted ; and now to 
horse, for Bagdad. The sun is fast descending 
down the sky." 

" To Bagdad ?" 

" Ay, to the calif." 

** How !" said Giafar, '* is the Commander of the 
Faithful in the city ?" 
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« He returned this morning, my lord, by the road 
beyond the river." 

*< Well, away then, in the name of Allah I I 
would not tarry from my fate." 

Their voices were now drowned by the rapid 
motion and trampling of their steeds, and Giafar, 
riding hard by the side of the rude soldier, retraced 
his road to Bagdad. 



CHAPTER XIV, 

For now sits expectation in the air. 

Henry Vi • 

We must now return to the unhappy princess. 
Fell heavily upon her poor heart the sound of their 
departing horses' hoofs, as Giafar, followed by the 
slave Mahmoud, rode quickly away. She listened 
with a feeling of wintry desolation as to the de- 
parture of her last hope, until her ear could no 
longer distinguish the sound from the loiid diid 
quick throbbings of her heart. Then she sank 
into a state of stunning despair. He was gone — 
the shield with whose defence she had breasted 
often the assaults of fortune, and her foreboding 
heart told her he would no more return. 

After remaining for some moments m a $tate 
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approaching to stupor, she arose and ascended to 
the roof of the kiosk, there to await the return of 
her fleet messenger. As she attained the terrace, 
she caught a glimpse — the last, she whispered to 
herself— of her dear lord, speeding across the 
plain ; but the gathering dust and distance increas- 
ing, in a moment snatched him from her sight 
There she remained, like the lone mariner upon 
his driving vessel, after the pitiless sea has swept 
away the last companion of his danger, helpless, 
and looking, though hopelessly, for relief. She 
strove to strengthen and support her soul with 
prayer ; she tried to fix her wavering thoughts on 
heaven; but if her hopes are there above, her 
heart, her happiness, are yet fluttering upon the 
earth ere they take wing. 

Pallid and trembling, she fixes an intent gaze 
upon the spreading horizon, watching wildly for 
the coming bird. Now she is absorbed in her 
griefs, and her eyes seem to wander, or to gaze 
without precision and distinctness upon the space 
before her; then again collecting herself, she directs 
them with searching scrutiny above, around, wher- 
ever she may expect her winged herald, fearful, as 
she turns her sight towards one point of the hori- 
zon, lest it shall have emerged quickly from some 
other. 

She now starts convulsively. SoQie sudden 
pang — no ! — she sees it coming. Sh0» rises pant- 
ing — she throws back the locks, that are streaming 
around her face. She leans eagerly forward to 
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catch the flatterer — a moment, and it is in her bo- 
som. She attempts in breathless haste to loose 
the scroll lyhich she perceives fastened under its 
wing, but her fingers refuse their office. She 
drops her hands at her side, for it is in vain — she 
must first calm her trembling frame. Again she 
essays the task; and having taken the parchment, 
she glances upon the writing. " Farewell !" She 
can see no more — she dashes her hand across her 
eyes, as though to remove the mist which, as she 
thinks, obscures her vision, and bends her head 
again to read, but the pitiless paper tells her no- 
thing but •* farewell." There is a gasping for 
breath, a scream, a struggling with thick-coming 
horrors, a wild throb of an almost bursting heart, 
and all is still. Sense and misery together have 
deserted the unhappy princess. 

As one who has gone to rest, and must rise ere 
the night is over to watch or depart from home, is 
true to the appointed hour, and needs not to be 
aroused from sleep, so was it with her. She had 
swooned alone. No maidens were near with their 
kind offices to revive her, to dash refreshing water 
upon her brow, to bear her where the coolest 
breeze might " visit her pale cheek," or with revi- 
ving odours to restore her senses. No— a task yet 
unperformed, the last request of Giafar, seemed 
even in insensibility to weigh upon her thoughts, 
and her soul returns quickly to her lifeless body to 
send the sweet clay upon its errand. 

She revives soon, and pressing the ring to her 
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lips, descends, agitated, speechless, and motions her 
maidens to attend her and prepare her litter. Her 
slaves bear her quickly to the hermit's cell. She 
enters in haste, and ere the old man is aware of 
her coming, drops senseless in his arms. Water 
was brought from the fountain without, and poured 
plentifully over her pale brow, and in a moment 
she again revived. Her voice sounded in a shrill 
shriek, as clasping the hands of the hermit within 
her own, she exclaimed, 

** It is over, father ! My dear lord — " 

•' The prince, thy husband, what of him ?" said 
the dervis, hastily. 

** Slain ! — murdered !" was all her tongue could 
utter. 

*' Allah have mercy !" said the old man, bending 
in anguish to the earth. '* Is it so, in truth ? Did 
thine eyes behold it ?" 

" These eyes, say st thou ? Thinks! thou, father, 
I could see it and yet live ? No ! no ! this will 
tell thee — here — 'tis written" — and she placed in 
the hands of the old man the parchment which the 
bird had brought to her, and related to him hur- 
riedly, yet weeping the while, and in broken sen- 
tences, the departure of the prince, his fears, his 
last charge to her — all, all, ere he could ask — the 
fleet messenger — its quick return — and then, point- 
ing to the scroll, and with eyes that would pierce 
into the old man's soul, she exclaimed, **Thou 
knowest all. Is there — but no — yet tell me, is 
there hope ?" 



180 OIAFAR AL BARMSK7. 

Striving with his emotion, and repress 
throes of grief that shook his aged bosom, 
mit directed his finger to heaven, and repll 

" Yes, there is hope above — hope for hinr 
for — hark!" As the hermit listened, his 
and agitation returned. The quick gall< 
horse urged to full speed sounded near and 
It stopped suddenly without, and in a mom 
slave Mahmoud burst breathless into the eel 
habits of servility and respect in which Mi 
had been rigorously trained, were too stroi 
for the deep interest of that moment, and 
spoke he bent in obeisance to the ground be 
feet of the princess. 

" Speak — speak, Mahmoud — what of tl 
ter ?" exclaimed, at the same instant, both 
and the hermit. 

** I have seen the writing of death — I hav 
the last prayer uttered — I have beheld the 
kneel, the sword uplifted — yet the blow hi 
staid. The prince, my master, is even no^ 
the road to Bagdad." 

A few words sufficed Mahmoud to relat 
has been told at lengtli in a preceding c 
He had hardly concluded his account ere 
interrupted by the dervis— 

" The calif— where is he V 

** Approaching the city slowly with his tn 
least I tieard this upon the road/' answei 
•lave. 
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" Allah be praised 1 who watches over the safety 
of his children. There may yet be time," 

'* He lives, then !" exclaimed the princess, when 
her emotion permitted her to speak. '* Oh, take 
me to him I take me to my father, that at his feet 
I may implore him, in words that no lips save mine 
can utter, to spare my husband. Quickly, quickly, 
good father !" 

" Be calm, my daughter," said the old man, him- 
self trembling with the deepest emotion, as he led 
Abassa into an inner apartment of his cell. *^ All 
shall be done which may avert his fate. Nay, do 
not distrust me. I have power of which thou little 
dreamest. Remain here till my return; repose 
with confidence upon mine aid. I work by means 
of which Heaven alone has knowledge." Thus 
saying, he took the ring from the hand of the won- 
dering and almost unconscious princess, and then 
turned to the slave, exclaiming, *' And now, Mab* 
moud, help me to thy horse. I must ride as though 
the avenging spirit were behind me. Speed me, 
most merciful Allah, upon mine errand !" Utter- 
ing this ejaculation, the dervis rushed from her 
presence. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

'Tis mom — and o'er his altered features play 
The beams — without the hope of yesterday, 
What shall he be ere night 1 perchance a thin; 
O'er which the rayen flaps her funeral wing. 



Upon his arrival at the holy city, the Com- 
mander of the Faithful, having fulfilled the cush 
tomary duties of a pilgrim, proceeded forthwith 
to the performance of that ceremony, which was 
the principal object of his visit to Mecca. 

Great pomp and splendour were displayed in 
the celebration of this rite, but the description 
thereof, though it figures largely in the annals of 
oriental magnificence, is in nowise necessary to 
our narration. We will omit it, therefore, and be 
content with noticing the following incident, which 
bears somewhat upon our story. " When the offi- 
cer who was appointed for this purpose," says the 
historian, '* was about to afiHx the testament of the 
calif to the wall of the sacred building, a gust of 
wind snatched it from his hand, and wafted it 
across the temple." This was considered a bad 
omen for the tranquillity of the young princes' 
reign, and was indeed fulfilled by the dissension 
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which raged between the royal brothers after the 
death of their father. 

This accident affected the mind of the super- 
stitious calif in no ordinary degree. After the 
completion of the ceremony, he retired from the 
assembly, and having commanded that no one 
should intrude upon his solitude, shut himself up 
within his tent. The hour for the prayer of sun- 
set passed, yet unmindful of the call of the muez* 
zinn, the Commander of the Faithful came not 
forth to join, as was his custom, the public devo- 
tions in the mosque. The evening was well ad* 
vanced, and his attendants were wondering at this 
unusual seclusion of their monarch, when a man 
presented himself before the royal tent, and de« 
manded admission into the calif's presence. His 
name was Jasser, and he bore the rank of an offi* 
cer of the calif's guard. Mesrour, the chief of the 
black eunuchs, who was there stationed, refused 
his request with but little ceremony ; and to the 
plea that his business was pressing, replied, ** The 
old tale, Jasser, and one too common to pass with 
me — it must wait, man — ^it must wait." 

** I tell thee, Mesrour, my business will not wait, 
without, it may be, sad detriment, such as thott 
wouldst ill like to answer for." 

<« Were it the life of thy father, Jasser, I care 
not. I would trouble the calif for no such matter. 
He is gloomy and sad — disturbed, as I think, by 
yonder pageant. Away, till morning — ^not for 
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thee, nor thy whole tribe, would I enter his pres- 
ence till I am bidden." 

**Far be it from a worm like me to think of life 
or length of days, when the peace and honour of 
my lord the calif are threatened ; and no less a 
matter is this. The danger be on my head if thoa 
admittest me — if not, be it transferred to thine." 

*^ If thou art jesting, Jasser, thou hast chosen an 
ill place and time. But if thy words are in serious 
truth, I must perforce admit thee. But be ad- 
vised ; wait until the calif shall come forth. He 
will then listen to thee with patience." 

" On my head be it, Mesrour/* exclaimed the 
officer, pressing forward to obtain entrance. " I 
tell thee, admit me quickly. I have that for the 
calif's ear to which he would hearken were he 
kneeling at the shrine of the Kaaba — though not 
with patience, in truth.*' 

** Enter then, since thou wilt not hear counsel," 
was Mesrour's reply ; and stepping aside, he per- 
mitted Jasser to pass into the calif's presence. 

Long was the interview between the Com* 
mander of the Faithful and the officer ; and when 
Haroun came forth, it was in furious mood. The 
lamps which shone in front of the royal tent shed 
but an imperfect light upon his countenance, but 
when he spoke, his voice was tremulous with an- 
ger. ** See that the slave be imprisoned T he ex- 
claimed. 

'' And the child, my lord ?" said the officer, lay* 
ing his hand involuntarily upon his poniard. 
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*^ No» nOy not as yet,** was the aoiwer of th9 
monarch ; ** let it be kept under strict guard, but 
see that it is well cared for." 

Jasser turned to depart, but the voice of Haroun 
staid him. **Hear thee, Jasser, I have again 
bethought me. Thou mayst deal with it as I at 
first told thee, but not with steel — thou mayst 
spill no such blood. The cord — and let it pass 
quickly." 

^ Ay, my lord,'* was the reply, and the soldier 
hastily withdrew. 

Haroun then approached the eunuch, and said| 
**Me8rour, wake me at the earliest dawn, and 
choose six well-appointed horsemen to attend me* 
I take the road towards Bagdad." 

•'To hear, my lord, is to obey," replied the won* 
dering Mesrour, and he turned to depart. 

'^ Stay, Mesrour — hie thee after that man, and 
tell him I revoke the order which I gave him. 
Thou knowest not — bid him imprison and not slay. 
Take my signet with thee." 

Early on the following morning the calif, having 
left the greater part of his train at Mecca, entered 
upon the desert, followed only by Mesrour, Jassery 
and six chosen horsemen. In such haste did bQ 
take his departure, that many things necessary for 
their comfort and convenience upon the road were 
forgotten. Their store of water and provisions 
was inadequate to their wants ; and although ther 
travelled with speed almost incredible, yet they ^C'\^ 
endured inti^. hardships ere they emerged from 

«»2 
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the sandjr wastes of Arabia. For many days the 
rare stream and scanty fruits were their only sns^ 
tenance. Even these at last failed them, and the 
hardiest of the calif's train with difEculty could 
support themselves under their privations. Such, 
however, was the tumult in the monarch's soul^ 
that he seemed insensible to corporeal sufferings. 
At last they pressed too hard upon him. When 
he contrasted his present condition with the pomp 
and pleasure with which he had so lately crossed 
the same road, he was overheard by Mesrour to 
exclaim against the fickleness of fortune, and con- 
fess the weakness of his power, when in the hands 
of the Most High. 

When he had arrived at Anbar, a small town, 
distant not many leagues from Bagdad, he halted ; 
and having informed himself of the state of his cap^ 
ital, sent an officer to arrest the Barmecides in 
secret. On the following morning he despatched 
a message to Prince Giafar, requiring his presence 
at Anbar ; then gave an order for his execution 
into the hands of Jasser, upon whose cruel and fe- 
rocious temper he could depend; and having di>- 
rected him to set forward upon the road to meet 
the prince, after the return of his messenger, he 
crossed the river, and proceeded to Bagdad. 

The pitch of excitement to which the calif had 
been wrought by the discovery which had been 
made of the existence of the infant son of the 
Prince Giafar and his daughter, at Mecca, had sup- 
ported him under the many privations which he bad 
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endured on his journey through the desert, and had 
rendered him insensible to their severity. Wheni 
however, the blow was struck which punished the 
offending prince, and placed within his reach the 
family of the culprit — ^when his mind had fallen 
from that high tone to which it had been strung by 
indignation and anxiety ; then it was that he felt 
their full effects upon his weakened and exhausted 
frame. The sentence had been issued, and its ex* 
ecution intrusted to one, who, from his natural 
sternness of character, and his known hostility to 
the prince, would abate, in no degree, its harsh per- 
formance. Nothing now could save him who once 
was as the light of his eyes, and as the lifeblood 
that warmed his bosom. This thought weighed 
heavily upon his spirit. He had, by one word, up« 
rooted and torn away those ties which, like ten- 
drils, fresh and green, had twined about his heart, 
and had grown until they had fastened their roots 
firmly in his bosom, and become like strong bands, 
such as the massy oak sends deep into the soil. Yet 
could that word be unspoken, could the decree re- 
turn unexecuted into the hands of him who sent it 
forth, it may be doubted whether anger, pride, and 
unbending obstinacy, would not have forbidden its 
recall. 

He rode slowly and gloomily towards the city. 
He spoke no word to his attendants, and even 
Mesrour, who, since the disgrace of the Barme- 
cides, had chiefly enjoyed his favour, could draw 
from him no sign of recognition. His countenance 
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W&8 haggard, and resembled that of one worn by 
some painful disease or wearied with long watch- 
ing. His frame seemed possessed of strength 
scarce sufficient to support its weight in the sad- 
dle, and when their horses were urged to a rapid 
pace, or moved over a rough and tortuous path, he 
seemed to falter in his seat, and once or twice was 
seen to bend forward, even to his saddle bow. 

All Bagdad was in commotion. The Barme- 
cides had been arrested, and it was rumoured that 
they were to suffer the severest penalties of the ca- 
lif 's anger. Few, indeed, were there, whose hearts 
were not chilled by this dreadful news. Groups 
of citizens were collected together in the various 
streets of the city, wondering, inquiring, and la- 
menting, as they heard of the meditated, but un- 
merited vengeance of the calif. ** 'Tis the fatal cry 
of the celestial camel,"' was heard passing from 
mouth to mouth — that ominous sentence, expressive 
to a Moslem of some general, some public calamity. 
And such would be the ruin of the Barmecides ; 
noble, generous, and brave, they were the bene- 
factors of the people, the pillars of the throne, and 
there were none who could fill their place, either in 
the service of the monarch, or the affections of his 
subjects. 

Making his hurried way through the assembled 
crowds, was seen an aged Giaour. The marks of 
aversion which all bestowed upon him were un- 
heeded by the infidel, and he hastily urged bis steps 
towards that portion of the city which the calif was 
about to enter. Once or twice he turned to those 
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near him, and addressed, as it seemed, some ear* 
nest interrogatory, btit he received no reply, for 
each, as he drew near, turned from the outcast in 
abhorrence, and showered curses upon him as he 
passed. Unimpeded, though repeatedly threat- 
ened, in his progress, the Giaour pressed forward 
until he reached the more compact crowd, which 
environed the immediate march of the Commander 
of the Faithful. ** Allah ackbar ! God is great !** 
he exclaimed, with strange inconsistency. *' I am 
not, then, too late !" Having thus said, he assayed 
to force his way through the dense circle that sepa- 
rated him from the caliPs person. At any other 
time, his efforts, for this purpose, would have been 
visited with summary and serious punishment, but 
all were too busied, too deeply interested, in the . 
passing scene, to notice the intrusion. 

The return of the calif was not welcomed, as 
was their custom, by the joyful shouts and loud 
acclamations of his subjects. 

** No man cried, God sa^e him ! 
No joyful tongue ga^e him his welcome home !" 

All were silent, a gloomy, wondering terror sat 
upon the faces of all. 

Yet the emotions which disturbed the bosom of 
the monarch were of a nature so agitating and ab- 
sorbing that he noticed nothing of this. He rode 
along in profound silence, with his eyes fixed be- 
fore him, upon the neck of his charger ; and seemed 
to be insensible whether he was passing through a 
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populous city, or still wandering upon the desert 
road. I 

From this state of stupor he was suddenly 
aroused by the Giaour, who, rushing from the 
crowd, threw himself before his horse's feet, and in 
a loud voice demanded a boon. 

^ What means this 7" said the Commander of the 
Faithful, turning to Mesrour, who rode nearest 
him. 

*' I cannot tell, my lord," was the reply. **Let 
the slave be driven from thy path.'* 

'* Nay, look upon me again, most mighty sove- 
reign," exclaimed the Giaour, holding up to view a 
costly ring — ^** dost thou not know me ?" 

The calif glared upon him for a moment ; then, 
as he recognised his features, he started, and re- 
plied, "Ay, I remember well! What wouldst 
thou with me V* 

" A boon — a promised boon I" 

*' It shall be thine. Mesrour, give him audience 
on the morrow. Thou hast heard — stand from my 
way." 

*' Now — this moment — or it will be all too late T 
exclaimed the infidel, grasping his horse's bridle, 
lest he should trample upon him, and with a strong 
hand detaining the monarch from his path. 

A strange sight was it to his wondering subjects, 
to see the forbearance of the calif at this audacious 
deed. They looked every moment to see bis cim- 
eter flashing from its sheath, and striking the bold 
wretch to earth without delay. But Haroun was 
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ike one in a dream* He seemed uncertain how to 
ELCt, and looked around, as though for advice and 
assistance. In the twinkling of an eye, swords 
were drawn, and voices were heard from the 
crowd — '^ Strike the slave to earth. Cut the infi- 
del in pieces. Away with the accursed dog.*' But 
loud above all these arose the voice of the old man, 
exclaiming, 

" Pardon for the Prince Giafar I" 
At these words all were hushed. The calif 
reeled in his seat, as though he had received a stun- 
ning blow. Recovering himself in a moment, he 
looked wildly around upon his train, and with a 
hollow voice inquired, 

" What said he ?" 

** Pardon for Giafar al Barmeki T exclaimed the 
Giaour. 

^' Well, it shall be so," he replied, in the same 
strange tone ; ** let the prince be set at liberty.'' 
Then, seeing the amazement and horror which 
were depicted upon the countenances of his attend- 
ants, he exclaimed, " True — they have slain him 1 
Fool 1 thou hast come too late. He has been mur- 
dered r' 

At this announcement the suppliant seemed over- 
whelmed, and a moment had passed ere he was 
able to say, 

" The princess — thy daughter I" 

** Well, what of her?" 

" Spare her life." 

** It is safe for thine entreaty ; but never will I see 
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her, or call her daughter again. Why dost thou 
linger? what more wouldst thou?" 

*' Pardon and safety for the Barmecides — the 
innocent !" 

" Not one of them,'* was the stern reply. 
•* Their very name shall perish. For his sake they 
should all have lived ; but I will not endure their 
sight, no, nor the mention of the name, since he is 
dead. Mesrour, to thee I give the execution of 
the sentence, and with thy head shalt thou answer 
for its fulfilment Let the chiefs of the family be 
imprisoned, and, for the rest, let all that bear the 
name be driven into exile ; let their goods be con- 
fiscated, their dwellings razed to the ground, and 
threaten with death those who shall dare hereafter 
to breathe the name of their race." At the hearing 
of this command, so stern and so unjust, a murmur 
ran through the crowd which served to increase 
the ire of the calif. Indeed, he seemed to be lash- 
ing himself into fury, as though the workings of 
indignation might drown in his bosom emotions 
that were far more torturing. 

The boldness of the fire worshipper seemed fool- 
hardiness to those that heard him, when he thus 
addressed the calif, 

** Unjust and cruel prince! how wilt thou an- 
swer to the all-wise Allah, for the abuse of that 
power with which he has intrusted thee ? Thou 
wilt one day tremble before his throne when thou 
art questioned of thine office !" 

It was evidently a sore trial of the califs 
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patience to listen to so severe a reproof from a 
despised infidel. He did so, however, his fingers 
during the while grasping and straining his sword 
hilt, until the Giaour had concluded. Then his 
blade was in an instant unsheathed, and spitting 
upon the ground in token of abhorrence, he ex- 
claimed, as the weapon flashed aloft, 

'' Dog I dost thou profane with thine unhallowed 
lips the name of the Most High ?" 

But ere the blow had fallen, the old man had 
thrown aside his unhallowed garb, and the califs 
arm was arrested in mid air ; for, instead of belted 
Gheber, stood before him, clothed in the garments 
of a scheick, the revered and sainted Ibrahim. 

" What mystery, what magic is this ?" exclaimed 
Haroun. 

" No magic, my lord," replied the dervis ; " and 
the mystery is easily explained. Years have 
passed away since I first entered thy dominions, 
wearing the weeds which I have just cast aside. 
In that garb I plunged beneath the waves, and 
redeemed from their depths thy long-lost treasure. 
Having thrown aside the garments of a Giaour 
while beneath the waters, and having cleansed my 
face from the filth and impurities with which I had 
disguised my features, I reappeared to your eyes 
robed as a dervis. Do not refuse belief — to one 
who had been unequalled as a diver in the gulf of 
Ormus, this deed were easy of performance." 

" But thy words, as thou gavest me the ring T 
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That warning — whence came it T How fearfiilly 
has it been fulfilled I" 

•* Doubtless frdm Heaven, my lord, for I know 
not why I uttered it. But avert the evil which 
yet thou mayst. Forget not that thy promise is 
given. Spare, oh spare the Barmecides !" 

'* Thou hast thy boon, old man. Abassa, her, 
who was a princess and my daughter, thou hast 
preserved from a doom as terrible as that which 
has fallen upon her guilty, her ungrateful hus- 
band." 

•* If not for thy word*s sake, in justice, in mercy^ 
for the sake of thy soul's Welfare, punish not the 
innocent.** 

"Thou talkest in vain,** was the stem reply. 
** Allah alone can avert their fate. I have spoken. 
tass to thy solitude — forget this world. More 
than mortal, thou hast detached thyself from its 
enjoyments ; why, then, shouldst thou burden thyself 
with the sorrows that mingle here? Thou art 
self-denying — " 

" Call me not so,*' interrupted the dervis. " It 
is thou, rather, that shouldst merit this name. I 
have indeed given up the things of this world, 
which are of no value, but thou deniest thyself 
those which are inestimable — the blessings of 
eternity." 

** Leave, then, learned sage," said the Com- 
mander of the Faithful, unmoved, " the things of 
this life, which thou hast resigned, to one who has 
yet an interest in them. They will but distract 
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thy mind from heaven. Depart to thy cell. Be- 
take thyself to prayer and penance. Thou hast 
mine answer. Stay me no longer ; it is in vain.'* 

The sage buried his face in his robe, and th^ 
proud but unhappy monarch passed on. 

Anxious to learn the first tidings of Giafar's fatCt 
the old man retired without the gate of the city, 
and there awaited the return of the officer who 
had been intrusted with the execution of the prince 
Long he tarried, looking earnestly across the plaia 
which stretched itself to the south of the city, until 
the sun had reached the edge of the horizon ; when, 
afar off upon the road, he perceived a cloud of dust. 
It approached, and a horseman, yes, two, are seen 
urging their steeds rapidly towards Bagdad. 

*< Is he alive ? Can it be ? Allah is merciful P 
exclaimed the sage, in trembling accents. 

In a few moments, to his indescribable joy, the 
dervis recognised the form and features of Giafar; 
and now they thunder by him into the city. The 
prince was unarmed, his garments soiled and 
dusted, his face pale, and he noticed not the good 
man as he passed him on his way to the royal 
palace. Uttering aloud his exclamations of delightt 
the dervis turned and hastily followed them. 

With a ray of hope yet glimmering in his bosom, 
Giafar, accompanied by the executioner, had urged 
his horse in haste over the plain. The one upon 
which the officer was mounted had been ridden 
hard, and being unable to endure the rapid pace 
at which they spurred along, had fallen through 
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fatigue. Some time elapsed ere his place could be 
supplied ; yet, notwithstanding this occurrence, by 
dint of great exertion they had been enabled to 
reach Bagdad ere sunset. They rode into the 
city without abating their speed, and turned their 
course towards the mansion of the calif. When 
there, they dismounted, and Jasser with the prince 
ascended side by side the palace steps. At the 
door of the apartment where the calif was sitting 
they paused, and Giafar, turning without apparent 
emotion to his stern companion, said, 

^ Enter, and tell him that my head is without** 

Jasser entered the calif's presence, and the 
prince, listening with dreadful interest, awaited the 
result without. After the entrance of the officer, 
there was a momentary silence, which was broken 
by the voice of the Commander of the FaithfuL 

'* Thou art returned, then, Jasser?" he said. 

" I am here, my lord," was the reply. 

•* Have my commands been obeyed ?" 

" They have, may it please the Commander of 
the Faithful ; the head is without." 

Naught but the imagination can depict the in- 
tense and agonizing emotion with which Giafar 
awaited the califs reply. To his attentive ear, 
there is a tremour in his voice, which causes him to 
tremble with hope. It is not his master's — ^he 
would not know it for his. Yet a moment wait 
There spake the calif— that is the monarch's voice, 
clear as in the hour of battle. Its dreadful intona- 



tioDS fell like ice upon the warm bosom of the 
prlDce, 

*' Thou hast well done, Jasper. Bring it to me/* 

Does the earth rock» or is it fancy 7 No I to 
the senses of the unhappy Giafar, the fabric of all 
human things is tcKtering from its base. At th^ 
rude voice of his master, hope flies away, and death, 
with all its bitterness, enters his souL He lays 
aisiide his turban, he gathers his garments about 
him, he kneels, and bares his neck for the execu* 
tionen Confused sounds, as of many waters, fill 
his ears ; light flashes across his eyes ; he can see 
nothing — he can hear noth — Listen ! 'tis his 
name 1 Again I 'Tis Azrael ! — 'tis the angel of 
death, and thrice he calls on Giafar. His hour is 
come I 

At this moment the dervis, who had just gained 
the palace, came hastily forward, exclaiming, 

" Forbear ! Stay thine hand I There is yet 
pardon — ^there is yet life for him." 

•* Away r' replied the sanguinary Jasser, " Hin» 
der me not in mine office." 

The old man rushed into the caliPs presence ; 
but the cimeter descended quickly. Impelled by 
envy, hatred, and ambition, it fell, severing with its 
merciless edge the neck of the unfortunate and 
accomplished prince. 'Tis over, and Abassa is 
alone. Her name, and his God's, were the last 
words upon his lips. May he dwell with them for 
ever. May his feet stand firm upon that perilous 
bridge, which stretches its narrow and dangerous 
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passage over the abyss of darkness. Let no storm 
sweeping wildly across that vast country whither 
he has gone, hurry him from the path which leads 
to paradise, but, angel led, may he find that blessed 
abode, regain his deserted one, and be at peace I 
And shall he not? If he has prayed, or given 
alms, or performed any good work, has not the 
angel that stands ever at his right hand, written it 
down ten times ?' If he has sinned, by the kind 
providence of Allah for seven hours must the evil 
spirit wait, ere he can record it; for perad venture 
he may pray, or ask pardon. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

And back upon thyself revolves 
The pains, the sufferings, all the deadly tortures 
Which thou hast brought on others. 

IVagedy of Orre. 

When the Commander of the Faithful had re- 
tired to his palace, after his encounter with the 
hermit Ibrahim, he bitterly repented the precipita- 
tion with which he had urged the execution of his 
once-loved favourite. Here had occurred an op- 
portunity for compromising with his anger and 
pride, nay, even a necessity to pardon, in redemp- 
tion of plighted promise. But it came all too late. 
The minister of death had departed, the sentence 
was in his hand, and probably had by that time 
been executed. 

Regret was unavailing, and its manifestation 
unworthy the dignity of his character. After his 
mind had recovered from that state of prostration 
and stupor, into which, from various causes, it had 
been thrown, nothing in the deportment of the calif 
displayed the remorse which was rending his 
bosom. His countenance was unmoved, and his 
voice firm. 'Tis true, at the entrance of the mes- 
senger of justice, when he first inquired after the 
fate of the prince, anxiety predominated slightly 
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over his self-possession, showed itself in his face, 
and agitated his voice with that tremour, which 
lighted up a fleeting and vain hope in the then 
living bosom of Giafar. This ennotion, however, 
passed in an instant, when Jasser announced to him 
that the deed was done — that the fate of his victim 
was sealed. He appeared well satisfied that his 
commands had been obeyed, and awaited, with an 
inward shuddering, the officer's return with the 
head. At that instant, a voice and the hasty step 
of feet were heard without, and the dervis rushed 
ia wild haste into the apartment, exclaiming, 

^ He is alive 1— he ifl without I Speak but a 
word, and save him !" 

The calif rose in trembling agitatioo, and would 
have spoken aloud, but ere the words of mercy had 
passed his lips, a sound was heard, which in an 
instant sealed them. It was the dull sweep of the 
steel as it passed across the neck of the victim, tell- 
ing harshly of bis &te. Then the aged Ibrahim, 
overcome with horror, rending his robe, bowed 
down upon his face and wept aloud. Then the 
calif knew that all was over — that his friend had 
suffered even at his doors, almost in his presence, 
when a word, nay, the very sound of his voice, 
would have sufficed to save him. Tlie trial was 
too terrific. He grasped his beard with an uncon- 
scious hand, plucking up Us sable hairs by the 
roots, and sank back in horror upon the divan from 
whence he had arisen. The scream of anguish 
from which he with difficulty refirained, was sup- 
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pressed into a stifled groan ; and wafted across the 
apartment, seemed like the echo of the murdered 
Giafar's death sigh. But, in truth, no such sound 
of terror came from the prince's lips, even when 
the steel was doing its work upon him ; and ten 
fold more than his sufferings, was that which it 
inflicted upon the heart of the listening, living 
calif. 

The exertion of all his self-command was insuf- 
ficient to enable Haroun to endure with dignity 
and calmness the presence of Jasser, when he re- 
turned bearing in his right hand the prince's head, 
yet warm and dripping with blood. He turned 
his eyes from the horrid spectacle, and said in 
a whisper, every syllable of which was distinctly 
audible, " How is this ? — the head yet wet 1 — when 
was this done ?" 

" But now, my lord, without the door of the 
apartment," was the answer. 

" Why thus in my very presence ?" asked the 
calif. 

" It was at the request of the prince himself, my 
lord," said the officer, " that it was thus delayed.** 

" Why ? — for what purpose ?" 

" He hoped that my lord the calif would relent 
from his anger, and regret his death, when he 
heard that the sentence against him had been ex- 
ecuted." 

«* Fool 1 fool \ — he should have known his mas- 
ter better. Let it suffice ;" and with his face bu- 
ried in his bands, the calif remained silent After 
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an abstraction of some moments, he raised his 
head, and seeing Jasser yet standing in his pres- 
ence, he said, ** What dost thou here ?** 

" I await thine orders, my lord, respecting the 
body of the prince.'* 

" Ah, true !" ejaculated the monarch, shudder- 
ing. " Call Mesrour and Ahmed," The officer 
obeyed. 

Upon their entrance, Haroun, with his face 
averted in abhorrence, pointed to Jasser, and ex- 
claimed, ** There — that wretch 1— strike off his 
head.^ I cannot bear in my presence the murderer 
of Giafar." The command was executed imme- 
diately ; and by an order equally arbitrary and un- 
just, the vindictive Jasser suffered the same fate 
which he had just inflicted upon the innocent 
prince. 

Night was now beginning to cover the day with 
her sable mantle, and the monarch went forth. 
As he crossed the threshold, he started aside like 
a frighted steed, that swerves from the path at 
some sudden object of terror. The ready hand of 
ah attendant of the palace had thrown a cloth of 
white linen over the body of the beheaded prince, 
but the form, the posture, and above all, the spout- 
ed gore that stained the spot, told the calif what 
rested beneath that shroud of white. He hurried 
on, anxious to escape from a scene of such horror, 
and the following day saw the Commander of the 
Faithful far from Bagdad. 
Many months elapsed ere he returned to his 
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capital. When he did so, his first and melancholy 
duty was to cause the severed members of the 
prince's body to be taken from the walls of the 
city, where, as was the custom, they had been ex- 
posed. They were carefully interred, and the 
tears of the repentant monarch and sorrowing 
friend were poured freely upon his grave. It was 
made in his gardens by the swift river. There 
a mound of earth, at the head of which stood a 
turban rudely carved in stone, for a long time told 
the spot where rested the remains of the vizier 
Giafar. 

During the califs absence, the sentence against 
the Barmecides had been rigidly executed. Jahia 
and his three sons were confined in a narrow 
prison, where they lingered until death released 
them from their sorrow. The sons, young and 
vigorous, struggled long with iheir sufferings ; but 
their aged father, overcome with grief, soon sank 
under the weight of his misfortunes. After his 
death a paper was found in his bosom, containing 
the following sentence : '* The accused goes be- 
fore — the accuser will soon follow — both to appear 
before that Judge with whom legal forms and 
writings will avail nothing." **The calif," says 
the historian, " could not read it without tears." 

The entire family was banished into the remote 
provinces of Persia ; and though after the death of 
Haroun al Raschid many of them returned to 
Bagdad, yet it was to revisit, in a state of the most 
miserable poverty^ the scene of their former mag« 
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nificence. Various and interesting are the tales 
which are related of the return of individuals of 
that unfortunate family, and of the gratitude and 
kindness with which they were often received by 
those who had once been dependants upon their 
bounty. Thus passed the race. Yet notwith- 
standing the stem decree of their destroyer, their 
name was long in the mouths, and their memory 
in the hearts, of the Persians.® Many poets have 
found ample theme for song in the history of their 
virtues and their misfortunes. Their prosperity 
was unexampled in the annals of the nation ; for 
with their power they preserved the affections of 
the people. Their fall was terrible ; a memorable 
instance of the instability of worldly happiness. 

*^ Nursling of fortune^* says an Eastern poet, 
** thou who suckest the milk of prosperity from her 
impoisoned breasts^ boast not thyself too much of 
the happiness of thy condition^ while thou art still 
in the cradle of lifsy suspended and tottering. Be- 
think thyself of the time when thou hast seen the 
grandeur of the Barmecides.'^ 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

*< But is not tby bright home sad to thee ? 
Can another world giie bliss 
Dearer than our love in this ? 
Dost thou not sigh in thy bower for me 1 

Yet again our hour of meeting's nigh ; 
I left my father's halls for thee : 
Death for thy sake is sweet to me ; 
Our love was formed for eternity." 

Exiled remotely, the once beautiful Abassa 
passed the short remainder of her life. From the 
first burst of grief and horror which overwhelmed 
her, when she heard of her husband's unhappy fate, 
she gradually settled into a state of quiet, but 
heart-corroding sorrow. The return of the old der- 
vis, that brought her news of the prince's death, 
also announced to her the sentence of banishment 
which her father had pronounced against herself. 
But the blow had fallen that had crushed her happi- 
ness — to all grief that might follow she was insen- 
sible. This life was banishment to her. The 
world one place of exile. Her refuge was heaven, 
her home was there, and there, awaiting her, as he 
had said, was her lord. In parting with her sad 
mother, she evinced no sorrow ; and the weeping 
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Zobeide wondered to see her daughter so calm, yet 
comfortless. 

A few drops of comfort that assuaged, in some 
degree, her wo, were shed upon her bosom by the 
presence and kindness of the good Ibrahim. He had 
left the quiet of his hermitage, and accom panying 
the princess in her banishment, devoted himself to 
what he thought the only duty which remained to 
him on earth — to comfort his beloved pupil and mis- 
tress. For a few years he took off part of the bur- 
den which weighed upon her heart. At last, how- 
ever, his faculties fast decayed. His eyes grew dim 
and thickly glazed. His ear, upon which fell with 
delight the voice of Abassa, closed to all sound. 
His voice lost its silvery clearness, and became 
thick and impeded in its utterance. Tired with 
the toils of life, a sweet sleep came upon the old 
man ; yet, though paradise proffered to him its rest, 
he would have waked longer, and still watched 
over the happiness of his princess. 

Not long tarried behind the lone Abassa. After 
the loss of the good dervis she quickly drooped. 
Like a weak flower, that has lost its sole support, 
she yielded to the weight of her sorrows. Unknown 
hands bore her to the tomb, and none strewed flow- 
ers o'er her grave, save a favourite slave, who gave 
that affecting testimony to the virtues of her mis- 
tress. 

It is not thus we would recount her funeral obse- 
quies. Friends in ready aIternatioO| with hurried 
jsteps, should have borne her to the grave. The 
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low, sweet chant of the mue?zinn, telling that n. 
princess has departed, and the quick tramp of % 
long train of mourners, should have sounded in the 
**Cilies of Silence." Bagdad's fairest daughteif 
should have hung garlands upon her tomb. Bu( 
she died in a land unknown, and unbeloved. Harsb 
tyranny cast its wintry blight upon her — and 
'' Persia's Rose" sleeps unlamented, far from th# 
palace of her sires. There the thorn, the willow, 
and the cypress, form a glooiny, yet sacred shade ; 
and the rose and sweet briar are creepipg ja wiJ4 
luxuriance over her neglected grave. 

We have related her sad story with a heavy 
heart. We have attended her trembling stepg 
along a rough and weary way, till they have led 
her to the tomb ; and it is with feelings of reli^i 
mingled with regret, that we leave her to rest 
sweetly, in its deep and enduring stillness. Sh^ 
has lingered full long alone amid her sorrows, an^ 
a kind welcome awaits her whither she has gone. 
Why grieve, then, at death, if happiness comes hand 
in hand with the stern visitant? Why shield the 
bosom from the stroke, when peace flies winged 
upon the welcome dart ? Yet has she fallen early 
— fallen young — ere youth had thrown its warm 
garment fully upon her, its livery of beauty and of 
love. The roses upon her cheek were too fresh 
so soon to fade ; her bosom was too young and 
warm to grow thus early cold. They may not 
murmur to depart, who have passed the meridian 
of life, or declined well down its vale. They have 
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eaten and drunk ; they have had their portion ; 
they must soon look for the end. '* Privileged 
guests, they cannot always be seated at the board/ 
But to be called away when the alarm is ringing 
to the feast, or when the sweet viands are half 
tasted ; when flowers are in the path, but none are 
gathered ; when the cup is filling ; when love and 
beauty are dawning in their earliest and brightest 
hues ; when life is so dear — when it is young. 

Weep for her, ye maidens, who are yourselves 
thus blithe, and thus attached to this sweet world. 
Weep for her, ye in years, if ye have a young 
friend that ye fear to lose, or the memory of one 
already gone. Weep for her, ye youth, if ye love 
one like her, and tremble for her safety ; or if, 
grieving for the past, ye cherish the sweet image 
of the departed. Yet mourn not over long, either 
for your own griefs, or for the fate of this unfor- 
tunate. Happiness, doubtless, has many a home 
besides this earth. Shall not those, then, that have 
departed, of a surety find it 7 
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1. Page 6. Khedbr. A prophet of the Orientali, whom they 
suppose to hare been the companion or counsellor of Alexander 
the Grreat, not the Macedonian, but a monarch of the same name 
and title who preceded him. He found the fountain of life, and 
having drunk of its waters, cannot die until the sound of the 
trumpet — that is to say, till the day of judgment. — D^OhssonU 
Empire Othoman, 

2. Page 27. D'Herbelot relates of Barkiarok, son of Malek 
Schah, fourth sultan of the house of Seljuck, that in executing 
with his own hand a treacherous vizier, he cut off his head with 
such dexterity, that it remained on tlvB shoulders until the body 
fell to the ground. 

3. Page 99. Adhab al Cabr. The punishment of the tomb. 
It is the general belief of the Mussulmen, that mankind are judged 
immediately after their death, and that they are tormented in their 
graves, before the final resurrection, if they have merited punish- 
ment by their sins. 

4. Page 159. See in chapter lii of Gibbon's Decline and Fall 
of the Roman Empire, an account of a pilgrimage undertaken by 
Mahadi, the grandfather of Haroun. 

6. Page 188. The following miracle is attributed to SaJih, the 
first of the Arabian prophets. In the midst of a pagan festival, 
at Higjeaz, he caused a female camel, with her young one, to 
come forth from the bowels of a dense rock, which prodigy effected 
the conversion of a great number of idolaters. A little time after, 
however, they returned to their errors, and Ahmer-Semoud had 
the impiety to hamstring the camel, whose cries, together with 
those of her young, brought down upon them the anger of God. 
A fearful voice was heard over all Arabia, which struck with 
death all the tribe of Semoud — a name since held in horror among 
the Arabians. Since that time public disasters are always j»n- 
nounced by these words : *< It is the fatal cry of the celestial 
camel." — See D^Ohtson, 
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6. Page 198. It is an article of Mohammedan belief, that 
every man is accompanied through life by a good and evil angel. 
They have also a tradition, that the angel who notes a man's 
good actions, has the command over him who notes his evil ac- 
tions ; and when a man does a good action, the angel at his right 
hand writes it down ten times, and when he commits an ill ac- 
tion, the same angel says to the angel on the left hand, '' Forbear 
•etting it down for seven hours ; peradventure he may pray, or 
ask pardon." — SaU^t Koran, 

7. Page 203. The death of Jasser, the executioner of the 
prince, is thus related by D'Herbelot. 

8. Page 204. We read in the same author, upon whom we 
have drawn so largely for our facts, that the Calif Haroun forbade, 
on pain of death, that any person should make mention of the 
family. Notwithstanding tliis decree, an aged man named Mod« 
dir was accustomed to place himself before one of their houses 
which had been abandoned, and mounting upon a heap of earth, 
which served him as a sort of tribune or desk, he entertained the 
passers by with a recital of the noble actions of the family of the 
Barmecides, making at the same time their formal panegyric. 
The calif, having heard of the boldness of this man, ordered him 
into his presence, and condemned him to death for having dis? 
obeyed his commands. Mondir received his sentence with a 
smile, and only requested that he might be heard by the calif, before 
the execution should take place. This favour having been granted 
him, he made a long discourse, in which he related with much 
force the obligations under which he lay to the family of the Bar- 
mecides. The calif, who had listened patiently, was moved by 
his words, and not only pardoned him, but presented him with a 
vase of gold which lay upon the table. Having received this 
present from the hands of Haroun, after having prostrated him 
self at his feet, according to the usage of the court, the old man 
exclaimed, '* Behold yet another favour which I receive at the 
hands of the Barmecides !" " These words of Mondir," con- 
tinues our author, " have since passed into a proverb throughout 
Asia." 

THE END. 



ERRATA. 

In consequence of the author's absence from the city during the 
correction of the proofs, a number of errors of the press have un- 
avoidably crept into the present work. These, however, it is be- 
lieved, the reader will for the most part find rectified in the fol- 
lowing list of errata. 

Volume I. 



9, line 


7, read 


"fleeting** 


for 


• 


"flattering" 


18, 


23, 


« win" 






" wish" 


18, 


29, 


"thy" 






« thee" 


24, 


18, 


** unwittingly^ 


i> 




" unwillingly" 


42, 


r, 


<• bosoms" 


1 




"bosom" 


44, 


26, 


"tushes" 






"tusks" 


63, 


17, 


" treachery : 


let" 


6cc, 


" treachery 
and let" 


V7, 


26. 


« hooded" 






** hoarded" 


99, 


3, 


« Said" 






"Sadi" 


100, 


11, 


" Al Abbas" 






« Alalibas" 


104, 


2, 


« were" 






"are" 


122, 


10, 


"kind, encouraging" 


"kmd of en^ 












couraging" 


163, 


2, 


" impassive" 

VOLUHB II. 






" impassable" 


23, 


9. 


"at" 






"as" 



The name " JoAta" throughout the woric should be spelled lakitu 



New-York, Oct., 1836. 

HARPER & BROTHERS 

HAVE RECENTLY PUBLISHED 

B UL WE R'S NOVELS. In 8 vols. 12mo. 
With Platee. 

EDGEWORTH'S TALES AND NOV- 
ELS. Uniform Edition. In 10 vols. 12mo. 
With Engravings. 

PAULDING'S WORKS. 12mo. Uniform 
Edition. 

JAMES'S NOVELS. 12mo. Uniform Edition. 

S I M M S'S NOVELS. 12mo. Uniform Edition. 

A YEAR IN SPAIN. By a Young American. 
New Edition, revised and enlarged. In 3 vols. 12mo. 
With Vignettes. 

THE AMERICAN IN ENGLAND. By 

the Author of ^' A Year in Spain." In 2 vols. 12mo. 

SPAIN REVISITED. By the Author of " A 
Year in Spain." In 2 vols. 12mo. 

THE LINWOODS; or, Sixty Years since in 
America. By Miss C. M. Sedgwick. 2 vols. 12mo. 

THE POOR RICH MAN, AND THE 
RICH POOR MAN. By the Author of " The 
Linwoods." l2mo. 

THE SOUTHWEST. By a Yankee. In 2 
vols. 12mo. 

L A F 1 T T E, the Pirate of the Gulf. By the Author 
of "The Southwest." New Edition. 2 vols. 12mo. 

SHEPPARD LEE. Written by Himself. In 
2 vols. 12mo. 

E L K S W A T A W A ; or, the Prophet of the West. 
In 2 vols. 12mo. 

QEORGE BALCOMBE. A Novel. In 2 
, ^ ; vols. 12mo. 



M 



J7. 



'ik 



.» 






